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BOOK THE SECOND— cont 
CHAPTER VI. 

BEAUMONT STREET, MARYLEBONE. 

If you walk up that street, now well nigh 
forgotten by the fashionable world, called the 
Marylebone High- street, just after you pass 
the old Parish Church, and before you come to 
the stately new church of St. Marylebone, 
you will light upon a small row of little 
houses running eastward. A street called 
Beaumont-street begins here, but long before 
there was any Beaumont-street these houses 
were erected. They are two-storied houses, 
and painted drab, and always look as if they 
had been ' done up ' last summer, and their 
shutters — they still hav^ shutters — are green, 
yoL. II. 8 
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If you keep one eye upon the old Parish 
Church, and another upon these houses, they 
are quite in place, and harmonise perfectly. 
If you think of the great new church, and of 
the opposite houses, they are incongruous. 
The little old Parish Church is just exactly 
now as it was when Hogarth painted the 
service in it, save that they have cruelly 
removed the old three-decker — ^indeed, I know 
not where to look for a three-decker now, 
nearer than Whitby. There used to be one 
at Lyme Eegis, but I hear that it has been 
removed. If you go to this church on a 
Sunday morning, and shut your eyes to the 
congregation, which, somehow, seems to con- 
sist chiefly of gentlemen's gentlemen, and of 
ladies' ladies, you may fancy yourself back in 
the days of wigs and commodes, of purple 
satin coats and hoops. Moreover, if you con- 
template this little row of houses steadily, 
you are presently enabled to remove all the 
houses and streets opposite to them, and to 
restore in their place the dear old Marylebone 
Gardens, beloved of Pepys, frequented by 
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Captain Macheath, by the roystering blades 
of London Town, by the sparks from the 
Temple and Gray's Inn, by grave citizens 
who brought their wives and daughters for 
an evening of innocent amusement, and by 
riotous young noblemen who came with 
Cynthia and Chloe. At the back of the 
church was the workhouse, whither, in due 
course, Cynthia and Chloe retreated, a good 
deal battered by the Joyous Life ; and south 
of the workhouse lay the great burying 
ground, oldest of the London cemeteries, 
which is now a garden. Cynthia and Chloe 
both He buried here without any tombstones. 
Oh! the tales that these houses could tell — 
the nights they remember when the horns 
resounded in the gardens, and when the men 
sang at their suppers, and Kitty, and Jenny, 
and Polly pranced around with their gallants, 
and the highwayrpen swaggered within, and 
the footpad lurked without, and the gamester 
and the pluck-pigeon prowled about in search 
of their prey. But their historiettes would be 
jnpre amusing than edifying. 

b2 
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The gardens are long since shut up and 
built over, like Cupid's Gardens, and Eanelagh, 
and Vauxhall, and Cremorne, for there is to 
be no more innocent happiness allowed to 
anybody, on account of the serpent who gets 
into all the gardens and tempts the young folk 
with that apple. Streets cover up these gar- 
dens, as they cover up the great Queen Anne 
Square which lay beyond ; the turnpike at the 
end of High-street is gone, and there is not a 
single remnant of fashion left from end to end. 
Yet if a man wanted a quiet corner, unfre- 
quented and unknown, there is no more likely 
spot for him in all London than this little bit 
of Beaumont-street, Marylebone High-street. 

One afternoon there walked slowly across 
the churchyard from the Euston-road to the 
High-street, a young gentleman dressed in a 
most beautiful and expensive fur-lined coat. 
His hat was new and glossy ; his gloves and 
boots were good, and he carried a new and 
very slim umbrella; a young gentleman 
clearly of fashion and fortune, if outward 
seeming be worth anything. 
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The old woman opened the door for him 
in one of the little old houses, let him in with- 
out question, and he entered the front room 
on the ground floor without being announced. 
Clearly, therefore, ami defamille^ or perhaps 
a son of the family. There was sitting by the 
fire in a low chair, his feet upon a cushion, a 
man well stricken in years. He was asleep 
when the door opened, but woke with a start 
and sat upright, clutching the arms of the 
chair. * Paul ! ' he cried. ' I thought you 
would come to-day. I felt you coming.' 

He was certainly enjoying a green old 
age ; his shoulders were rounded, his beard 
and his abundant hair were both long and 
white and venerable ; his limbs were thin and 
looked as if they would tremble under him if 
he stood upright ; but his eyes were strong 
and clear ; there was no senility in those 
eyes ; and his face, once awake, was full of 
life, and interest in life. Some of us, the hap- 
piest among us, die upwards, slowly ; others, 
more unhappy, die downwards from the top to 
the trunk. This old man was dying upwards. 
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'Paul, it is a month since you left us. 
How have you fared? Sit down, you have 
much to tell. Sit down and begin.' 

There was something in his voice and 
way of speaking which resembled the manner 
of the younger man ; a winning smile ; a soft 
voice ; a gentle tone ; a sympathetic and 
earnest look in the eyes. Had the younger 
man caught his manner from the older and 
improved it after capture ? 

Paul removed his coat and sat down. 

' First, then,' he said, ' I found it easier to 
succeed than I thought. My success has been 
wonderful. Now I will tell you all about it.' 

We know how he had succeeded, and can 
therefore omit his narrative, though there 
were many points in it omitted in our own. 
History is nothing but careful selection, and 
were all the truth told there would be no- 
thing dramatic and nothing interesting. 

* For a beginning, Paul,' said the old man, 
' you have done well. Nay, my boy, you have 
shown genius. But how will you keep it 
up?' 
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' By genius again. At present I have only 
just begun. Oh ! it will be the most splendid 
thing out. And it is all so simple, so simple, 
so wonderfully simple.' 

' Simple, indeed — to you. But there is no 
one in the whole world who has your powers, 
Paul.' 

' The Idiots ! The clumsy Idiots ! Why, 
more miracles have been performed in that 
one house during the last month than by the 
whole of the Spiritualists, since the rappings 
first began, with the Esoteric Buddhists 
thrown in! The Idiots! And they go on 
practising their tricks and little crafty cheats, 
and people go on believing in them.' 

'Good, lad, good.' The old man gently 
rubbed his hands. ' This is the right spirit — 
contempt for the inferior practitioner. You 
have your powers ; he has his tricks. You 
have your secrets; he has his machinery. 
Yes, you can drive him out of the field. And 
after that ? ' 

'I shall found a new system of Philo- 
sophy,' Paul went on with enthusiasm. 'I 
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shall become the Leader of a great School. I 
call it the Ancient Way. I have a Sacred 
Book — ^I am writing it now — it is the book of 
the Secret Wisdom of King Solomon, taken to 
Abyssinia by his son Menelek.' 

' Very good. Abyssinia is good. Thibet 
is played out. Abyssinia is very good.' 

*We shall have a College and chosen 
Disciples. Only there will be the Illuminati, 
who have powers corresponding to my own. 
There will be degrees — from the Initiate to 
the Adept. Oh ! I see it before me clearly. 
And when this College is established, and my 
name is made for ever — and I am in the 
midst of my power — I shall vanish suddenly 
and be no more heard of, and so be a problem 
for aU ages.' 

* Ye- yes.' The old man received the con- 
clusion of this programme somewhat doubt- 
fully. 'Ye-yes, Paul. The College and this 
School of Philosophers are very good ideas, 
because you would be the Head of the Col- 
lege, and they must pay their Head. And it 
would be hard work — very hard work — 
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keeping it up. But if you were to vanish, my 
dear boy, how about the dollars ? ' 

The young man's face, which had been 
glowing, fell, and he changed colour. 

* The dollars — Oh ! the dollars ! — it is the 
curf-e of being an American, that one is never 
permitted to think of anything but dollars.' 

*You are young, lad; you are young. 
When you are old you will think as I think. 
There is nothing but dollars worth consider- 
ing. Where is your independence if you 
have got no dollars ? What is your glory 
worth ? What will you do in your old age if 
you have no dollars "i I have got few enough, 
because, like you, when I was young and 
foolish, I wasted myself in idle display of 
powers to make the world open its mouth and 
gape. It is glorious, my son.' Your scheme 
is splendid, and the secret history, if it were 
ever revealed, would be more glorious to you 
than the belief of your disciples and the 
foundation of a Sect. But you are young. A 
few years — perhaps a single year — ^will do all 
that you wish to do here; and then — you 
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have a long life before you. There is nothing 
that you can do to make your living. How 
will you live ? ' 

* Like the sparrows.' 

' On crumbs and worms. Will you like it ? ' 

' Well then — I will keep on the College. I 

will attract students by hundreds. I will take 

all their fees to myself and build up a great 

fortune.' 

* Now you talk sense, Paul. Better still— 
go over to America and found a Sister 
College. If you want to make a very large 
fortune, give out that the younger Sister is 
going to surpass the Elder, by reason of the 
enormously superior intellect of the Ameri- 
cans. There are plenty of credulous people 
in both countries, my boy — here they call 
them Mugs or Jugginses. But there are more 
Mugs in the States than in England.' 

' I do not like the use of slang,' said Paul, 
coldly. 

^ No ? Let us not speak of Mugs, then. 
There are more Enquirers in the States than 
in Great Britain. Will that do ? ' 
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'Besides, there is another reason why I 
think I could make money — only sometimes,' 
he said, apologetically, ' one gets carried 
away. There is a girl ' 

* Paul ! Paul ! ' The old man sat upright, 
holding tight to the arms of his chair and 
speaking earnestly. ' I have warned you again 
and again. Your Power depends upon your 
keeping brain clear and heart cold. K you 
suffer your brain to be filled with the thoughts 
of a woman :' if your heart beats at the sight 
of a woman : if you fall in love, you are lost. 
You can only work that Power so long as you 
remain unmoved by any woman. It was a 
woman who destroyed Samson. A woman 
will destroy you. Let all the women love 
you : pretend to love them in return : but 
never, never let your imagination dwell upon 
one of them. Take care, take care.' 

'This is not a common girl. And I am 
not talking of love at all' — yet he blushed. 
' This is a girl whom I have discovered — one 
girl of a thousand. She is to other girls what 
I am to other men. She has the Power, 
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Daddy. Yes ; she has the Power : she does not 
know it, though she knows that I can at any 
moment take her out of herself. She has the 
Power in a wonderful measure. * Oh ! if you 
had had the luck, the special luck, to have 
fallen in with such a girl a long time ago, 
you would not have been contented with 
advising New York merchants and consulting 
spirits about the price of stocks. You would 
have gone for higher game. There is no 
better clairvoyante in the world, 1 am certain, 
although she suspects nothing ,of her powers. 
She is the daughter of a low-class Medium, 
three-fourths humbug, one-fourth Sensitive, 
and she hates the thing because she has long 
since found out her mother's tricks. But in 
my hands ' He paused and sighed. 

* Is she young, Paul ? Is she young and 
beautiful ? ' 

*She is young and beautiful. In better 
dress she would be — yes — she would be 
the most beautiful girl you ever saw. She 
beUeves in me, too. Perhaps, perhaps ' — he 
blushed again — * perhaps, she loves me. I do 
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i^ot know. You never had such a woman in 
your hands, I guess.' 

' Perhaps not. Perhaps I have. Well, and 
how is the girl to help in the College ? ' 

* You ask me such a question ! What are 
the things which would most attract the 
people? The Manifestations. Only a Sensi- 
tive like you — and your pupil and my pupil — 
could manage these — to call it management. 
Then think of Clairvoyance — I know what 
that girl can do. I have experimented upon 
her with nobody looking on. And there is 
Thought Eeading. I could teach her how to 
read thought — I am certain I could — better 
than I can do it myself. And there is 
Prophecy. There is a clear field for you. I 
don't mean spotting the winner, but high- 
class Prophecy, which has never yet been 
attempted. I am quite sure that anyone who 
knows all the facts, that is, more than the 
enquirer knows, can predict what is going to 
happen. There is Telepathy. That is a new 
subject which requires to be developed. 
There is plain and simple Mesmerism, with 



14 HERR PAULUS 

mesmeric healing and mesmeric anassthetics. 
Can you ask what such a girl could do for 
the College ? Why, her example alone would 
create a crowd of clairvoyantes.' 

' Paul, you are indeed a genius.' 

' There are plenty of girls like her, though 
not so wonderful. There is Cicely Langston, 
for instance.' 

*Whoisshe?' 

*She is the blind girl. I have as much 
influence over her as I have over Hetty.' 

His voice dropped a little as he pro- 
nounced the name of the girl. This was a 
bad symptom, properly understood. 

'Does she, too, believe in you? Is she, 
too, in love with you, Paul ? ' 

' Love ? No, I think not. She believes in 
me and she trusts me. Now, Daddy, be 
sympathetic. You used to be sympathetic 
enough in the old New York days.' 

' Yes, because I had a pupil who promised 
wonderfully well, and only wanted encourage- 
ment. I gave him that, and all the help I 
could. And now, I am happy to say, there's 
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not a man in the world can show a candle to 
him; not a mah in the world who's got a 
greater influence over people, or who's more 
highly sensitised/ 

' There isn't, Daddy,' said Paul. * Thanks 
to you there isn't one.' He laid his hand 
affectionately on the old man's arm. 

' But don't forget the dollars, Paul. Ee- 
member the people are longing to pay over 
their dollars to some one — anyone who 
can make them laugh or cry, or frighten 
them.' 

' I believe that is so,' said Paul, thought- 

fiiUy. 

' Of course it is. They make their money 
only to give it away, in exchange for pictures, 
or statues, or to buy laughter, tears, terror, 
comfort, and hope. We find these things for 
them, Paul, my boy. I have taught you hoif' 
to do it. Catch their eyes and their minds, 
and hold them tight. Hold them with a Grip. 
The man who has got the quality of Grip 
is the successful man, whether he is actor, or 
novelist, or dramatist, or conjuror, or whether 
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he knows the secrets of the occult philosophy. 
Grip is the thing — Grip.' 

* You are always right, Daddy.' 

* Hold them with a Grip and don't let go 
till the dollars are all raked in,' 

' Well, Daddy, but let me have my little 

play first.' 

' No, boy, no. Don't waste time.' 

' Think of the splendid position, the 

College of the Ancient Way, the Book of 

Wisdom, the troops of lUuminati, and the 

Adepts, and the Clairvoyants.' 

* If you will only stick to it, Paul. But 
you won't. I am afraid you will want to play 
a deeper game.' 

' And then think — only think — of dis- 
appearing suddenly, leaving not a trace be- 
hind except, perhaps, a postal address to 
Abyssinia ! ' 

' Yes, Paul, if you could afford it. But 
you can't. Besides, there is another danger.' 

* Oh ! I know ; have no fear. Daddy.' 

*It is a terrible danger for so young a 
man. Your Power, I tell you again, is like 
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the strength of Samson, and when you fall in 
love with a woman you will lose it. Samson's 
is a very instructive history for you, Paul. 
Keep your heart free and cold and your brain 
clear. Else you will lose your power as 
Samson lost his strength.' 

* Never fear, Daddy. I love my Power 
too well ; whether I disappear or whether I 
stay on, I shall keep that, even if I have to 
turn my thoughts and my eyes from the con- 
templation of beauty. Any way, my College 
would be better than telling New York 
operators when to buy and sell. Fancy 
wasting such a beautiful gift on bulls and 

bears I ' 

* • • • • 

They talked all the afternoon — the mas- 
ter and the scholar, who had long gone be- 
yond anything the master could teach him — 
and soared upwards in flights far beyond the 
old man's powers of imagination. Yet the 
master had his points. 

They talked of many things : but one 
thing they avoided. Two of a trade always 

VOL. IL G 
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agree to avoid one subject. It is that side of 
their business which they do not present to 
the world. Outsiders may talk, generally, 
and with an affectation of knowing them, of 
the secrets of a trade : those who are actually 
engaged in any trade avoid the subject : they 
know that secrets may be called by another 
and a much more ugly word. So many 
trades, so many secrets. So many secrets — 
so many — no — let them remain secrets. 
Thus shall every craft have the power of 
reforming itself, and of becoming honest 
to the smallest detail. Those who are in 
the line of Spiritualism, Theosophy, Occult 
Philosophy, and the like, have, like drapers, 
grocers, atfd the Whole tribe of trade, their 
trade secrets. Even those who dwell upon 
the highest Planes and possess Powers to 
which the general practitioners only pretend, 
avoid speaking with another of the ma- 
chinery, so to speak, by which those Powers 
are illustrated. A certain amount of stage 
management, in fact, is absolutely necessary 
before the higher flights of creative genius 
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can be attempted. In all Art, of any kind, 
there must be grouping. 

At last Paul got up. 

*I must go, Daddy,' he said. *I shall 
come to see you again before long, now that 
things are going on so well.' 

* Do, Paul, do. By the way, I've a letter 
here from a man called Medlock. He says 
you h,ow hbn.' 

' There was a man of that name went 
about with Kate Flight, the Medium. He 
was her secretary or clerk. What does he 
want ? ' 

'Business. He is over here. Says he 
could run you — he doesn't know where you 
are— on advantageous terms next winter.' 

' We'll see. Medlock — Haynes Medlock it 
was — I wonder if he is Hetty's father, who 
ran away. Medlock I ' Paul started. * Daddy, 
find out all you can about the man and tell 
me when he comes.' 

' I will, Paul.' 

* Don't forget, Daddy. It may be most 

o2 
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useful to me to know all about the man. ' Do 
you think you will be able to walk soon ? * 

* I could walk now but this cursed east 
wind keeps me at home/ 

* Do you think you could make just one 
little expedition for my sake ? ' 

*Whatisit?' 

^ I have often thought that if the learned 
Abyssinian, the Falasha, Isdk Ibn Menelek, 
he who possesses Solomon's Book of Wisdom, 
and is the chief prophet of the Ancient Way, 
would come to the study some morning and 
present the Book in person, it might have a 
good effect.' 
• The old gentleman laughed merrily. 

* Your hair and beard are beautiful. Your 
eyes are as keen and bright as any philo- 
sopher could desire. I would provide a 
robe, and as for the Book, it is nearly ready. 
It is in parchmetit — a Boll, you know — 
venerable with age, but written in modern 
English, because all languages are alike to 
us/ 



I 
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' I will come, Paul, if you will arrange for 
me to come and go unseen.' 

' That will be very easy. You can keep 
the cab waiting close to the house, and — oh ! 
yes, it can be easily arranged.' 

' Then it shall be done. Have your fling, 
my dear boy, and found your College. But 
for making the dollars we shall have to 
establish that other Institution which is to 
surpass and outstrip her EngHsh sister, be- 
cause of the enormous intellectual superiority 
of the American people. Next to Grip, Paul, 
comes the Spread Eagle." 
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CHAPTER Vn. 
the instruction of the vestal. 

*Herr Paulus.' 

Sibyl stood at the open door of the study. 
It was after lunch. Paul was sitting beside 
the fire in the easiest of chairs, one especially 
made for Mr. Cyrus Brudenel when that 
student should come here in order to read his 
great books on the Supernatural. On the 
floor there lay an open novel which had fallen 
from his hands. The youthful Sage was 
asleep. Thus slept Endymion. I do not know 
whether this comparison occurred to Sibyl's 
mind, but I think that even she — the scornful 
and the hostile — must have been moved to 
admiration at the wonderful beauty of this 
young man as he lay back, the long hair 
rolling off his forehead and his eyes closed. 
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* Herr Paulus,' she repeated. 

* Miss Brudenel ! ' He awoke with a start 
and sprang to his feet. ' You here ? I was ' 

* Please do not take the trouble to explain 
that your Astral body was in Abyssinia or 
Thibet, Herr Paulus.' 

* I will not/ he replied, now broad awake. 
* I was only going to explain that the fire was 
warm and the atmosphere of this collection 
of venerable rubbish was drowsy, and the 
novel I was reading was dull — and so I fell 
asleep.' 

* I have come in obedience to my father, 
Herr Paulus. He is continually urging me to 
receive instruction from you in something 
wonderful. I beheve you are teaching it to 
him, but at present nothing seems to have 
settled in his mind. Would it be convenient 
for you to begin this afternoon ? ' 

*A11 my time is at your disposal,' he 
replied. 'Pray take a chair. I can only 
teach, however, those who are willing to 
learn.' 

' Did I not explain that I come in obedi- 
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ence to my father ? That shows, I suppose, 
willingness/ 

* Not at all. You are not only unwilling, 
but you are hostile/ 

Sibyl was more than unconquered. She 
was unconquerable. The others had all, as 
we know, been subdued. Even Tom had so 
far yielded to Paul's influence as to laugh 
and talk with him while he professed to be 
watching him, and to call him by the Anglican 
form of his name. Sibyl alone never relaxed 
from her attitude of open enmity. 

*Miss Brudenel,' Paul went on, * there is 
nothing, I assure you, that I can teach you. 
It is perfectly useless for you to take the 
trouble of staying here.' 

* Of course, I know that. But, just to 
please my father, let me pretend that you are 
trying to teach me things. You may tell me 
about your Friends and all the wonderful 
things they pretend to do. Pray go on, I am 
listening.' 

*No,' said Paul, 'it is impossible. I can 
only talk in that way with lixose who are in 
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sympathy with me and with them. You are 
not. You openly deride them, and you do 
not attempt to hide the hatred you nourish 
towards myself. Do you not understand that 
your proposition is insulting? But you do 
not mind that, perhaps. Your whole attitude 
since I have been here proves so much.' 

^ I do not wish to insult anyone, Herr 
Paulus. I am here in obedience to my father. 
I cannot help it if I am out of sympathy with 
you.' 

'You might have become one of us. 
There was a moment, about a month ago, 
when I fancied that your heart was softening, 
but it passed away, and now I shall make no 
further attempt to dispel your prejudi(ie. I 
must endure it.* 

*That will cost you very little trouble. 
Meantime, if you refuse to instruct me, what 
am I to do ? I have promised my father to 
sit at your feet and listen. I must do that 
even if you teach me nothing.' 

* We might talk about other things, 
perhaps/ 
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^ I do not know any other things which I 
wish to discuss with you,' Sibyl replied, 
sharply. 

* Shall we, then, sit in silence? ' 

*Yes. That will be much better. Don't 
speak to me at all.' 

Paul sat down again in his easy chair, 
while Sibyl sat opposite, her hands folded in 
her lap ; and for a space neither spoke. 

So far Sibyl had certainly the worst of the 
conversation, for her opponent showed not 
the least sign of ruffled temper, and even 
looked as if he thoroughly enjoyed the con- 
ditions of the lesson and was quite happy and 
at his ease. Nothing is more irritating than 
to be cross with a person who keeps his 
temper. 

Naturally, it was the womau who first 
broke the silence. 

' How long,' she asked, looking at the 
clock, * should the first lesson last ? ' 

• As long as you please.' 

' Then let it finish now. Herr Paulus,' — 
she changed her manner instantly. * N6ver 
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mind me and my — -my distrust ; but tell me 
what it is you have done to my father.' 
' You have observed a change ? ' 

* It is so great a change that I want you to 
teir me what you have said or done. I have 
asked him, but he does not seem able to speak 
coherently about it. He is much happier ; 
he has lost his restless manner ; he seems, for 
the first time, satisfied and contented. What 
have you done to him ? ' 

' We talk here of things which you do not 
understand. They are fooUshness and pre- 
tence to you. But they lift up the soul for us.' 

Sibyl made no direct reply. Always this 
man's explanations put her in the wrong, and 
made her feel humble for the moment and 
angry afterwards — else angry first and then 
humble. 

' Is it aU, then, to end in vague talk which 
lifts the soul ? ' she asked. 

* I do not say so.' 

' You came with a Message. You said so. 
You have done all kinds of wonderful things 
to show that you were a properly accredited 
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person. You talked of conversing with 
people far off, and with the dead ; of making 
youth and age, life and death, only phrases/ 

* It is true. I said all this and more.' 

* But everything is as far off as ever. You 
are only like the Medium who brings mes- 
sages from the dead which tell nobody any- 
thing.' 

* What does your father say ? ' 

* He says ' Sibyl hesitated because she 

saw another trap. *He says that he spends 
his mornings in Abyssinia or somewhere.* 

*I suppose you can trust your father's 
word ? So you see things are not after all so 
far off as they were, except to yourself.' 

* I can trust my father's word, and yet — 
yet-— oh ! it is nonsense. How can he go to 
Abyssinia ? ' 

*Why does he say that he goes there, 
then ? ' 

* Herr Paulus ' — Sibyl looked him straight 
in the face with a spot of crimson in either 
cheek — ' Herr Paulus, I think you deceive 
him in somq way,' 
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Paul smiled gravely and compassionately, 
as one smilps at an outburst from a wayward 
child. 

* It is as well to say a thing as to think it. 
Of course, I have known all along what you 
think. So be it. Let it be. I deceive your 
father. Yet I make him happier, less restless, 
and more confident. He has abandoned his 
old gods ; he has destroyed his idols, and wiU 
consult the spirits no more.' 

* Yes, that is true ; we shall have no more 
stances here. And oh I Herr Paulus, if it is 
quite true that you want nothing for yourself, 
be content with what you have done, and 
go away. I implore you to go away while 
my father's mind is relieved of one super- 
stition.' 

'You would add — "before he falls into 
another." Miss Brudenel, you have spoken 
too late. That is, it is impossible for me to 
obey you. Things must develop — ^nothing 
ever stops still — he must follow in the path 
we have entered. But do not be afraid. For 
your father and for this house all will be pure 
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gain, as you will find and acknowledge— ^ven 
you.' 

' Never ! * 

'Meantime, is there anything that I can 
do for you ? ' 

' You may cease to fill CScely's head with 
hopes of her brother's return.' 

'That, too, is impossible. Her brother 
may return any day. His ship is not far from 
port. Sir Percival thinks that he has cut 
himself off from his family altogether, and we 
must go to find him if he will not come here. 
You may, if you please, come with us.' 

' Oh ! Still mystery and pretence. Then, 
will you leave off* mesmerising Hetty ? ' 

' No, I will not.' Paul put his foot down 
firmly. ' Hetty has a gift that must be most 
carefully developed. Do not ask me. Miss 
Brudenel, to interfere with what concerns my 
Teaching.' 

' You will stay here, then ? ' 

* Until Lady Augusta orders me to go.' 
' Then you will stay here for ever.' 

* Perhaps. I know not/ 
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Sibyl looked round the room filled with 
the books of her father's priceless collection. 

' Oh ! ' she said, ' when shall we get out of 
this hateful atmosphere of mystery ? If you 
knew,' she pointed to the shelves, ' how I hate 
the awful rubbish that is here ! ' 

'It is pretty bad,' Paul replied, blandly. 
* In fact, there is nowhere a better collection 
of venerable rubbish than your father's/ 

*And yet you encourage him with your 
Solomon's Book of Wisdom and your story 
about Prince Menelek, and IzAk the Falasha. 
How can you talk such stuff? ' 

' It is sad stuff to you, is it not ? I am 
sorry. On the day when it ceases to seem sad 
stuff you will become sympathetic. But that 
day wiU never come.' 

' No, never.' 

' As for us, we find it full of comfort and 
wisdom and knowledge and power.' 

* I cannot believe it. No, Herr Paulus, 
you are either a person of wonderful credulity, 
or you are ' 

* Let me finish your sentence.' 
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ft 

* No — ^let it remain unfinished. As for me, 
I am persuaded that nothing can ever come 
of looking beyond the Veil. There will be no 
new Kevelation. The gulf between the living 
and the dead will never be bridged except by- 
death. No voices will ever again come to us 
from the other side. Until we die ourselves 
we shall never know more than we know 
already.' 

* That is your creed. Let us possess our 
own. I shall not try to convert you by any 
arguments. I leave you to the care of— 
Science/ 

Sibyl coloured. Yet his eyes seemed to 
have no second meaning. 

' Of Science ? ' she asked 

' Yours is the creed of Science. She is 
constantly discovering the most wonderful 
things, and will not allow us to discover any- 
thing. Science holds conversation thousands 
of miles apart by means of the little wire. 
We do the same thing in a simpler manner 
without a wire.' 

' So you say, Herr Paulus.' 
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* And you do not believe me. Very good. 
You think that nothing will change your 
attitude ? ' 

' Nothing.' 

^Nothing will change your hostility to 
myself? ' 

'Nothing, unless it might be your de- 
parture.' 

* Miss Brudenel, sometimes, when I know 
all the circumstances of a case, I permit 
myself to prophesy. Let me be a prophet in 
your case.' 

* If you please.' 

* The time will come — ^it will come very 
soon — ^when your hostility will cease alto- 
gether, and be changed into gratitude and 
friendship.' 

'Oh!' 

'Yes, gratitude, certainly. Because you 
will associate my name with the removal ojf 
certain obstacles of which you know.' 

' What do you mean ? ' Again Sibyl 
blushed. 

VOL, II, D 
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*And the adjustment of certain coming 
troubles of which as yet you know nothing,' 

* Such a prophecy means nothing.' 

* You shall see. Even then you will not 
believe. Now, Miss Bmdenel, your first 
lesson has come to an end. I have taught 
you nothing, but I have ventured on a little 
prophecy which I beg of you most earnestly 
to remember when the time comes. You will 
then acknowledge that I must have known, 
when I uttered that prophecy, what had 
already happened and what was going to 
happen.' 

When Sibyl left him, Paul sat down again 
by the fire and continued to read his novel 
till five o'clock. Then he went in search of 
to&a and the accompaniment of feminine talk, 
which he loved, with warmth and ease, and 
the flattery of his disciples. How little do 
we want to make us happy ! 
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CHAPTEK Vm. 

A TRIFLING INCIDENT. 

Everybody remembers that fateful morning 
when the news of the Great Smash brought 
dismay upon thousands, and opened the doors 
of the Workhouse to hundreds; when the 
weeping of women and the curses of men 
were borne upon the wings of the wind, and 
flew abroad into all lands, and hung over the 
great City of London like a fog; when the 
guilty directors would have called upon the 
rocks to cover them — if there had been any 
rocks — from the wrath of the shareholders ; 
and from one end of the land to the other 
one event alone occupied all minds ; though 
the Czar might imagine vain things, and 
though the dynamiter was abroad. 

On that morning Paul came downstairs a 

d2 
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little later than usual, and appeared in the 
breakfast-room with his customary cheerful 
mien, ready with an affectionate smile for 
Lady Augusta, a cold greeting for Sibyl, and 
a warm pressure of the hand for Qcely. At 
the aspect of the assembled party, however, 
his flow of spirits experienced a most disagree- 
able check. It was just as if a sparkling and 
vivacious mountain stream, prepared to run 
gaily down the valley babbling over the 
stones, with here and there a trout, and here 
and there a grayling, were to meet a big 
insurmountable and ugly dam, behind which 
it would be compelled to accumulate — 
mountain-stream-language for labour — until 
a lake should be formed. 

There was not, on any face, not even on 
that of Lady Augusta, the least response to 
Paul's smile of greeting. They all turned 
and saw him, and then looked blankly at each 
other. 

Something had happened. 

When one says * something,' one under- 
stands the word disastrous. On the faces of 
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all present, in their attitude, in their eyes, 
that fact was apparent. Confusion, conster- 
nation, amazement, dismay — this beloved 
goddess has all these names and more — 
reigned in that breakfast-room. She raani- 
fested her dread sway in various ways, 
according to the disposition and the age of 
each. Mr. Brudenel sat upright; his pale 
cheeks, his terror-stricken eyes, his open lips, 
his trembling hands, would have caused him, 
in the last century, which was a time of great 
tenderness and deep feeUng, to be likened 
unto a stuck pig — pity and sympathy could 
not be more fittingly illustrated than by this 
simile. Whatever had happened, it affected 
him most painfully. Lady Augusta was 
standing over him, her hands clasped, and a 
prolonged * Oh ! ' still visible upon her lips, 
though the sound of it was only faintly heard 
echoed among the cups and saucers. Sibyl, 
in charge of the teapot, as usual, had risen in 
her place and was now looking — not at her 
father — but at Tom — ^with eyes full of pain 
and amazement. Cicely held out her hands 
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helplessly, as if feeling for support. Tom, 
who was also standing, had the paper in his 
hands — he had caught it as it fell from his 
guardian's hands and fluttered towards the 
floor; and he was reading something which 
appeared to interest him greatly, but did not 
cause his eyes to dance with mirth and joy. 
That is not, somehow, the function of the 
daily paper. When I establish that morning 
journal which will trample the life out of all 
the rest, I shall call it the Daily Saddener. 

* Something has happened ? ' Paul asked. 

Considering how great a thing had hap- 
pened: how extraordinary were his own 
powers, and how peculiar were^ his faciUties 
for obtaining information : how ready of 
access for him was the Universal Intelligence 
Department, this question was weak. He felt 
immediately how weak it was, and wished 
that he had taken his place in silence. 

* Oh ! Paul ! ' said Lady Augusta. Was 
there reproach in her voice ? 

He suspected nothing : in spite of the 
knowledge he had obtained and the advice 
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he had given to Mr. James Berry, he had at 
this moment no suspicion at all of what had 
happened. 

Tom looked up from the paper. 

' Something has happened,' he aaid. 

' Is it in the paper ? ' 

Tom laughed, but not mirthfully. 

' Ton don't mean to say you have been left 
in ignorance of it ? ' 

' I have been told nothing.' 

*I wonder you were not told last night. 
I wonder you were not permitted to prophesy 
the event. It would have been something to 
have learned what was coming — even a fort- 
night ago. Come to think of it, Paul, your 
friends have behaved in a most unhandsome 
way not to have warned you of it.' 

' Meantime, I know nothing,' 

'What's tlie use of Friends who ;wo 
tell a man beforehand, and prevent peoj 
from coming to grief? ' Tom continued. 

' Oh ! ' Mr. Brudenel groaned. ' All t' 
time wasted in discussion about pbilosopl 
when a single word of caution might hj 
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saved us. I remember when one of Chick's 
spirits warned an inquirer against a voyage 
in which the ship was cast away. One of 
Emanuel Chick's spirits did this I And your 
great and powerful Friends could do no- 
thing ! ' 

* Paul ! ' said Lady Augusta, solemnly, ' a 
great and most unexpected blow has fallen 
upon us. Nothing could be more unexpected. 
Hardly any disaster could be heavier. It is 
so terrible a calamity that I cannot refrain 
from asking, like my husband, why your 
Friends should have permitted it I ' 

'I know now,' said Paul, *Brudenel and 
Company have failed.' 

* You have seen the paper, then ? ' 

* No, I have just been told. The Company 
has failed. It is a complete collapse. Three 
fortunes — Sibyl's, Cicely's, and your own, 
Tom — were invested in it and are lost, I dare- 
say hopelessly, because the shareholders will 
get nothing. That is the news in to-day's 
paper, is it not ? ' 

* That is the blow, Paul.' 
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* It is only money, then, after all,' he said , 
astonished. * Why do you look so dis- 
tressed ? ' 

' Only money ! ' said Tom. * Only our 
little all that has vanished ! ' 

* What of that ? Let us have breakfast.' 
He sat down, and without paying any more 

attention to the distress of his friends, he 
looked round the table and considered what he 
would take for his breakfast. He began with 
a little fish, keeping an eye on some sausages, 
remembering that the ham on the sideboard 
was excellent, and thinking that a boiled egg, 
followed by a little confiture, would fitly con- 
clude the meal. He had as yet — but then 
he was under five-and-twenty — a most ex- 
cellent appetite, and he tackled breakfast 
with regularity, punctuality, and zeal. 

* Let us all take breakfast, and after break- 
fast we will discuss the real importance of this 
trifling incident ! ' 

Tom laughed. 

* Trifling, sir ? Trifling ? ' cried Mr. Brude- 
nel, looking upon him wrathfuUy. *Let 
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me tell you, sir, it is you who are trifling. 
The fortunes of my daughter and my ward 
are gone. The Concern which bears my 
name is ruined, and you call it a trifling 
incident ! ' 

'Trifling, indeed. An episode not to be 
heeded by the wise man.' 

Mr. Brudenel gasped, but said nothing in 
reply. The sight of that calm and undis- 
turbed face, master of itself, though all his 
friends' fortunes were lost, and the authorita- 
tive repetition of the adjective, subdued him. 

'There is a short leading article on it,' 
said Tom. ' I will read it.' 

' " The presentation, yesterday, of a wind- 
ing-up petition for the great trading Company 
known as Brudenel's — after the name of the 
founder — together with the fact that it was 
unopposed, have struck with consternation 
others besides the unfortunate shareholders 
themselves. For if Ihis house, apparently 
sp prospering, thus suddenly collapses, who 
knows if others may not be in the same rotten 
condition? It has long been certain that 
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the carrying trade has been bad, not owing 
so much to the depression of trade as to the 
multiplication of ships. But no one, it is safe 
to say, except, perhaps, those who were acute 
observers in the City, predicted the downfall 
of Brudenel's. The secrets of the Board have 
been well kept. Meantime, many rumours 
are afloat. It is confidently asserted that 
the high dividends hitherto declared must 
have been paid out of capital. It is said that 
the bankruptcy of the Company is complete. 
A meeting of shareholders has been already 
hastily summoned to consider what steps 
should be taken as regards the conduct of 
the Directors. The firm whose business was 
taken over by this Company was founded 
by the late Mr. Abraham Brudenel, one of 
those successful, enterprising and keen- sighted 
merchants who have made the Enghsh name. 
He was succeeded by his sons, the present 
Sir Abraham and Mr.. Cyrus Brudenel, who 
formed it into a Company while it was still 
in a perfectly solvent and . flourishing con- 
dition. For thirty years the Company has 
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seemed to be advancing: its capital has 
been greatly increased : it has always paid 
large and steady dividends. The shares have 
gone up, until only two days ago they were 
quoted at 327, and business at tliat figure 
was actually done on the Exchange. So 
sudden and unexpected a collapse is almost 
without a parallel. We trust that a search- 
ing inquiry will be made into the causes of 
the failure, and that some explanation will be 
demanded as to the high dividends. It is 
pitiful to think of the unhappy shareholders, 
many of whom are widows, ladies, and 
orphans, whose shares in Brudeners were 
regarded as perfectly safe and trustworthy, 
and who find themselves now in helpless and 
hopeless poverty. It is understood that one 
of the brothers, Mr. Cyrus Brudenel, has 
retained a large stake in the business, though 
he has taken no part in the direction since 
the formation of the Company." 

' This is your trifle, Paul,' said Tom, con- 
cluding. 

* Is it ? ' Paul replied, carelessly. * Let 
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US go on with breakfast. People have lost 
money. Some who intended to do nothing all 
their lives will have to work. Some who 
thought they were going to wear silk will wear 
stuff. Some who thought they were going to 
die in their own houses will die in the Work- 
house: some ' 

* Paul,' said Lady Augusta, * do not be too 
high for us. Consider — consider, we have 
not all reached that level. Be patient with 
us.' 

But Paul shook his head impatiently. 

* This fuss,' he said, ' about money ! ' 
'My Company!' Mr. Brudenel answered. 

' My father's concern — bankrupt — ruined. 
The children's money all gone ! Cicely, you 
are a pauper, my dear ! Tom, your guardian 
has thrown away your fortune: you've got 
nothing but your brains and your hands.' 

' Lucky for Tom,' said Paul. 

' Why did they not help us ? ' asked Mr. 
Brudenel. 'They ought to have helped us. 
What have they done for us? Nothing! 
What are they going to do for us ? Nothing ! ' 
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Paul went to the sideboard and helped 
himself. 

' This is an excellent ham,' he said. * The 
English ham at its best is really superior to 
any other, though I have tasted very good 
hams in Kussia.' 

Nobody replied. One or two, however, 
thought this conduct and these words an ex- 
hibition of heartlessness. 

*When it comes to something practical,' 
said Tom, *your friends, Paul, are not so 
good as poor old Chick's spirits.' 

* Practical! You call money practical! 
But I forgot, Tom, you believe nothing. To 
you money is, doubtless, a very practical 
thing.' 

He continued to eat his breakfast with 
undiminished appetite and vigour amid the 
stricken family. Sibyl poured out his tea for 
him with set lips and red cheeks: Cicely 
hung her head : Lady Augusta drooped : but 
Paul ate and drank, and was as cheerful as if 
nothing at all had happened. 

Then Mr, Cyrus Brudenel, after the 
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manner of the Ancients, and quite forgetful 
of Divine Prophecy and the Precepts of Izdk 
Ibn Menelek, just as if the Abyssinian Sage 
had not taken him in hand at all, began a 
Monologue or Lament over the lost Company. 
It was almost an Epic. It opened with a 
narrative of the circumstances which led his 
father to leave his native village and repair to 
London with twopence in his pocket. Nobody 
ever really succeeds in London if he is so 
unfortunate as to have more than twopence 
to begin with. The paternal Brudenel, the 
original Abraham, became a shopboy, a clerk 
— ^Heaven knows what — and in the fulness of 
time founded the great Concern which bears 
his name. At first it was not a great 
Concern, but only a small Venture which was 
nursed, followed, and developed, 'with as much 
care as Abraham had been wont to lavish 
upon the turkeys in his native county of 
Norfolk, until it grew into a Concern. Then, 
Mr. Cyrus Brudenel related, the time came 
when his father had to die. He did this with 
the utmost reluctance, not because he was 
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afraid to die, but because it seemed so great a 
pity to leave the Concern until it was fully 
developed, and there were still some shores 
and ports in the world that knew not yet the 
name of Brudenel. The death-bed scene was 
truly touching. Then, changing his key, like 
a minstrel who knows how to touch the 
hearts of his hearers, Mr. Cyrus Brudenel 
went on to relate how he and his brother 
carried on the Concern for awhile, but 
resolved at length to make it into a Company, 
and did so, taking a large sum of money and 
so many fully paid-up shares, which they 
immediately sold at a large premium, and 
bought land in the days when land was still 
valuable: and how his brother got a baro- 
netcy : and how he himself devoted his life to 
the science of Spiritualistic Philosophy: and 
how he invested, unfortunately, as trustee and 
executor, the whole of his ward's fortune, and 
that of his daughter in the Company. * And 
now,' he concluded, 'I have made them 
paupers, because the Company is bankrupt. 
My father's business is ruined : our name has 
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become a bye-word: thousands of innocent 
people who are wrecked with the Company 
will curse us for ever. I am an executor and 
guardian who has thrown away the property 
of his wards. You, Tom, will have to work 
for your bread. You, Cicely, have no longer 
anything. You, Sibyl, have lost all that your 
mother left you. Children, I will try to make 
it up to you ; but oh ! ' he said, * it is a 
disgrace to the family name from which we 
shall never recover — ^never ! ' 

While he wailed and lamented, his wife 
leaned over him. Paul, who had eyes in th 
back of his head and ears all over, observed 
that Tom was holding Sibyl's hand under the 
table, and he heard them whispering. 

* Sibyl, will you wait for me? Do you 
know what this means for us ? Do you see 
what a barrier it raises ? Will you wait till 
I have regained by work what we have lost ? ' 

And she rephed : 

' For a hundred years, Tom, if it must be, 
I will wait ! ' 

The observer and listener made as if he 
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saw and heard nothing. Presently, however, 
when Mr. Cyrus Brudenel had run down, and 
stopped exhausted, rather than satiated, with 
lament, Paul said, quietly : 

*No, Mr. Brudenel, disgrace cannot be 
brought upon one man by the laches of any 
others. I perceive, however, that^it will be 
useless for me to join you in the study this 
morning. Your mind seems utterly over- 
whelmed for the moment by one of the com- 
monest of human reverses. Izdk Ibn Menele^ 
will not want you in your present temper.' 

Then Mr. Cyrus Brudenel sprang to his 
feet and broke out in revolt. 

* Izdk Ibn Menelek! ' he cried, in contempt. 
*What has he taught me? Nothing! Not 
so much as Chick's spirits. How has he 
helped me ? In no way. What will he do 
for me ? Nothing. Do not speak to me any 
more of Izik Ibn Menelek. Let us have done 
with this pretender of Abyssinia. The spirit 
rappers and the Ancient Philosophers are 
all impostors together. There is no help in 
any of them. Give me back my daughter's 
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fortune — you — ^with your pretence and your 
sneers about the trifling incident. Give it 
back Or never speak to me again! If you 
can help us, let that be your way of help. If 
you have no help for us, go ! Go — ^you and 
all your tribe ! Depart, and leave us to be 
ruined by ourselves ! ' 

He rushed from the room. They heard 
his footsteps making in the direction of the 
study, and they all looked at each other in 
consternation first, and at Paul next. 

* I will take a Uttle marmalade,' he said. 
Sibyl's eyes ought to have withered and 

consumed him as she followed her father. 

* This insensibility does you great credit,' 
said Tom. *I can't quite reach it myself. 
But I do wish that you had — say, a couple of 
millions— and that I could imitate your 
example and look on unmoved while you lost 
it all.' 

* Ask yourself what you have lost, Tom,* 
Paul replied. *You have been lazily ques- 
tioning Science. You will now persecute her. 
The law of existence is that a man shall 
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develop himself under the goad of necessity. 
You will now become a great professor instead 
of an amateur. You ought to rejoice.' 

* Every man who works for money is a 
slave/ said Tom. * I have become a slave.* 

' That is because men are such fools that 
they do not combine. When they have 
learned to combine there will be no slaves.' 

* Wise Philosopher I Nevertheless, I will 
betake myself to the family soUcitor and see 
what can be saved out of the wreck. And so 
far from rejoicing, if I can discover any engine 
or contrivance of law which can be used for 
clapping those directors in quod, I shall set 
that engine in motion.' 

' I do not object. It will be a legitimate 
exercise for your brain.' 

* Now that we are left alone — ^we three ' — 
Paul continued, rising from the table where 
he had displayed so remarkable a callousness 
— * we can talk. We understand each other. 
First, Lady Augusta, tell me what you think.' 

She hesitated. 

* It is beautiful/ she said at length, * to 
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hear and to talk about voluntary poverty and 
renunciation. Your Friends, who are superior 
to fortune, are lovely to contemplate. But 
when it comes home to one — frankly, Paul, I 
am not — we are none of us, so far advanced 
in Philosophy as to bear with patience such a 
blow.' 

* My friend,' said Paul, * it is not a blow. 
Believe me. That alone is a blow which can 
deprive you of any portion of the wisdom you 
have learned, or could make it impossible for 
you to advance. If, for instance, you had 
lost all and had to work for your living, it 
would have been a blow, because your whole 
nature would have become degraded by work 
for which you have not been trained. But 
this will not, I apprehend, affect your present 
style of living.' 

' No. My husband has his land, and Sibyl 
is his heiress. She has only lost her mother's 
fortune of ten thousand pounds. It is Cicely 
who is most affected, because she has lost her 
all. Yesterday this poor child was possessed 
of an ample doU and she now has nothing. 
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Yesterday she was independent, and to-day 
she is dependent/ 

'I cannot/ said Paul, reflectively, * con- 
sider that my Friends would think it worth 
while to pay the least attention to this 
incident. I have never known them interfere 
in matters of money. To them, as to all wise 
men, social conditions which require money 
are foolishness, and those who suffer by 
these conditions, that is, those who have to 
work in order that others may save money, 
and those who fall into despair when they 
lose it, ought to combine for the purpose of 
changing their social conditions. At the same 
time, so great is the interest felt for this 
household, which is destined, I beheve, to 
be the centre of a light which shall radiate 
everywhere and fill the whole world, that I 
cannot — I really cannot — believe that my 
Friends are ignorant of this accident, nor can 
I believe that it will prove to be a disaster. 
I would rather believe that it was permitted 
by them for your own help and instruc- 
tion.- 
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* If he could only think so ! ' said Lady 
Augusta. * If you could show us that ! ' 

Nothing endeared Paul to these ladies so 
much as his passage from the light and 
cheerful air which he wore in society, or the 
appareut callousness with which he regarded 
certain mundane things, to the grave and 
serious discourse which he held with them en 
petit comite. Women like men to be grave 
and serious. No one except Lady Augusta, 
Cicely, and Hetty saw him when he became, 
not a Prophet or a Teacher, dogmatic and 
authoritative, but an humble seeker after 
truth, sympathetic and full of pity. 

'As regards Tom, for instance,' he said, 
• can anything better be desired for a clever 
man than that he should be compelled to 
develop himself to the utmost ? What is the 
history of the world's greatest men ? They 
have all been poor: most of them have 
sprung from the soil : it is when men are 
young that they acquire the habit of work. 
Tom, as I told him, wiU no longer read and 
lazily question Nature. He will persecute her. 
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He will no longer look on while others dig 
into her sides. He will take a spade and dig 
among them. As for Sibyl ' he paused. 

* As for Sibyl ? ' Lady Augusta asked. 

'I do not know Sibyl's heart. It is a 
closed book to me. Yours, Lady Augusta, I 
can read — and yours. Cicely.' Strange I there 
was the least little touch of jealousy in both 
of these ladies as he named them. Would 
each of them, then, have preferred that hers 
should be the only heart open to his inspec- 
tion? 'I cannot tell how the loss of this 
money will affect Sibyl. Then let us re- 
member you — Cicely.' 

* Yes. Tell me, Paul,' she replied, ' how I 
am to bear the loss of my fortune. I am so 
helpless in my blindness that I have always 
thought it my chief blessing that I should al- 
ways be able to command attendance. Tell me. 
Teach me — ^Paul — and I will resign myself.' 

* Let me try. Cicely.' The simple faith of 
the girls who cling to the knees of father 
confessors, directors, vicars, curates, pastors, 
ministers, shepherds, and prophets, sometimes 
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touches their hearts and dims their eyes. It 
is a truly beautiful thing ; but are they in- 
falhble? And that ecclesiastical edifice of 
theirs which seems so subhme, is its history 
quite what they have taught their women? 
* Let me try, Cicely/ Paul repeated, with a 
touch of humility. ' Consider. You have 
looked forward to a lifetime in which you 
could buy whatever you wanted : you were 
to be independent of others' help : you would 
pay people to amuse you, to find food for 
thought, to teach you. Very well. That is 
all changed. You will now be entirely depen- 
dent on the services that are given for love. 
You are not abandoned to strangers : you are 
among those who love you and will never let 
you suffer or want. Your very dependence 
upon them will endear you to them — their 
constant care of you will make you feel how 
real and deep and unselfish is their love ' 

* My child,' Lady Augusta murmured, lay- 
ing her arm round Cicely's neck. 

'You will learn the difference between 
what is paid for and what is given. You. will 
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no longer seek to be amused all day. Your 
character wiU grow ; you will become what 
you were intended to be. You will meditate 
and climb upwards. When you pass out of 
this life, your eyes will be opened upon a 
Plane far higher, among spirits far loftier.' 

The Good Young Man of the Good Novel 
could not possibly speak more beautifully. 

' Oh ! Paul.' The girl's heart glowed within 
her and her eyes filled with tears. The words 
may seem inadequate to produce their effect, 
but consider the soft, musical voice ; the tones 
of one who is earnestly feeling after the truth, 
and the strange magnetic power of the speaker. 

'Let us, dear ladies,' Paul continued in 
another voice, less sympathetic, less tender. 
' Let us consider the remaining case — that of 
Mr. Brudenel.' 

' Be very gentle, Paul,' said Lady Augusta. 

' I will be very gentle. I confess, however, 

: I have been grievously disappointed. 

I know that he has been under direct in- 

ction for some weeks past — daily instruc- 



A TRIFLING INCIDENT 59 

* Yes, we know. He has told me all.' 
' The strange thing about this instruction 
is that he forgets when he returns from 
Abyssinia all that he has learned. I confess 
that I was under the impression that his mind 
was being gradually cleared for the reception 
of the Hidden Wisdom, just as one clears 
away the jungle and weeds before planting. 
I thought that a day would come when his 
mind would be quite rid of prejudices, and he 
would become receptive. The Ancient Way 
is impossible to a mind clogged with pre- 
judice.' 

' WeU, Paul ? ' 

*You saw that terrible exhibition ol 
prejudice. How far has his mind been 
cleared.'^ I am ready to mate allowance. 
Cicero, who was a philosopher, gave way to 
inordinate grief when his daughter died, not 
remembering that death is but a narrow gate- 
way between the two lives. Can we tell how 
many such gateways we have passed, and how 
many lie yet before us ? Yet, with all allow- 
ance made — after he has been taught — after 
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the lesson has been so earnestly impressed 
upon him, that wealth is nothing, that this 
house, with his pictures, furniture, his grand 
library full of useless and lying literature, his 
broad lands, and his income, are all nothing — 
absolutely nothing, except that they afford 
him shelter, food, clothes, and time to medi- 
tate : — I say, after this has been impressed 
upon him with all the earnestness and 
authority possible, to witness such an exhibi- 
tion of prejudice is more than disappointing. 
It makes one despair.' 

' Bear with him, Paul. You who are so 
sympathetic must feel with him and for him. 
It is not his own money that he laments. He 
has been guardian and executor for these 
three young people, and he has been the in- 
nocent means of losing the fortunes entrusted 
to him. Is this nothing? And then the 
Company was his own ; it was the movement 
of his father, it represented the lifework of the 
man whom most my husband venerates — his 
father. That this Company should break is 
no common affliction for my husband ' 
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*It is possible/ said Paul, * that it may be 
permitted by the Friends in order to show 
how little real progress he has made. He has 
been rudely startled out of his complacency. 
Yes, yes, and he will feel it ; and — and — oh ! ' 
Paul started. 'I see it, I see it all clearly, 

clearly — oh, so clearly ' He stretched 

out his hands and threw up his head, and 
there appeared upon his face the glorified look 
of one who beholds a vision. * Yes, my 
master ; yes, my Friends ; I see — ^I see ' 

'Paul!' 

He dropped his hands and lowered his 
head and looked around him as one who 
awakes from sleep and wonders what has 
befallen him. 

' Paul I What is it ? Oh ! what have you 
seen ? ' 

' Lady Augusta,' he said, solemnly, * do 
you beUeve in my truth and honesty? Do 
you always, always — answer me truly^— always 
believe in me ? ' 

' Oh ! Paul,' she bowed her face in her 
tands. - * There are times, I confess, when I 
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have a dreadful doubt; for instance, when 
this blow fell upon us an hour ago. Forgive 
me ; it is a grievous, a terrible thing to doubt 
you. If you were false nothing would be 
true — nothing could be true.' 

' Dear Lady, look into my eyes, take both 
ray hands — tell me do you doubt me now ? ' 
Never were eyes more clear and limpid, more 
straight and honest. 

*No,' she replied, low and murmurous. 
* No, I cannot doubt you, Paul.' 

She withdrew her eyes and sank into a 
chair. Upon her, too, as upon the girls, his 
influence was as a gas that one breathes and 
presently loses the consciousness of self. 
Besides, he was her Prophet, and she loved 
him Uke a son of whom his mother is proud. 
The desire of her life seemed to have come to 
her at last, after many failures and many dis- 
appointments. The reign of the Chicks, and 
the raps and the table turnings was gone ; it 
was a bad dream. She no longer believed — 
Paul taught her not to believe — in their pre- 
tensions. She was Paul's disciple. She waa 
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to him almost what Khadijah was to another 
Prophet. Never, surely, had there been 
Prophet younger, more comely, more winning, 
more worthy of motherly love. 

* Paul,' she said, Ufting her head, * you 
made me confess — against my will — a mo- 
mentary weakness. Forgive me.' 

*Dear Lady, there is nothing to forgive. 
But to continue thus to doubt would be to 
estrange yourself from me. Could I stay in 
this house an hour longer if your affection 
were to cease ? ' 

' No, Paul. I am sure you could not.' 

'In the Ancient Way, you know that the 
woman rules through love — not the earthly 
but the spiritual love — in which there is not 
one man for one woman nor one woman for 
one man, but all for all and yet each for 
each.' 

He pressed her hand. 

* When next you doubt me,' he said, * ask 
yourself what I gain by staying here. If all 
my story were false why should I stay here ? 
Sibyl does not like me. Tom does not believe 
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in me. My work in the study is harder than 
you think. What is my reward? I know 
not, unless it is your faith and your affec- 
tion.' 

'I cannot see Paul's eyes,' said Cicely, 
' but I hear his voice. It is the only voice I 
have ever heard which could fill my soul with 
happiness. If that voice were false all the 
world would be false.' 

* Strange things have happened in this 
house,' Paul went on, 'stranger things stUl 
will happen. Meantime, about this incident 
which I have called trifling.' 

'No.' Lady Augusta betrayed herself, 
the incident was not by any means trifling in 
her eyes. 

' In this matter my Friends will interfere. 
I can promise you the strangest thing possible, 
but in what follows have faith and do exactly 
what is ordered.' 

' Oh ! yes, yes, we will have faith.' 

' I think it must be for your sake,' Paul 
said softly, 'not for that of Mr. Brudenel. 
Do not ask me any question ; but have faith/ 
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he repeated solemnly, * and do exactly what 
is ordered.' 

' Yes, you may trust us, Paul. Only tell 
us what we are to do.' 

He paused as if thinking what stupendous 
task should be imposed on them. They ex- 
pected. What? Anything might be ordered. 
That women should be ordered to do any- 
thing was in itself strange and exciting. 
JCnights are instantly ordered to do things — 
kill dragons, ride through enchanted lands — 
all kinds of things. But who ever heard of a 
middle-aged lady and a young lady being 
told to do things ? 

^Lady Augusta,' Paul said at length, *go 
tell your husband to send immediately for — 
for his Bank Book.' 

Her countenance fell. ' Is that all, Paul ? ' 

'That is all. It is enough, is it not? A 
light task is laid upon you. But he will be 
angry and will use hard words about me and 
my — your — ^Friends. Bid him from me, in 
the name of Izdk Ibn Menelek, to send 
instantly for his Bank Book.' It seemed a 

VOL* IL F 
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small thiug indeed after all the preamble. 
How could the Ancient Philosophy help by 
the medium of a Bank Book? But Lady 



'Cicely,' said Paul, laying his hand — as 
soft as her own — ^upon hers. 'Cicely.' Hia 
voice was sweet and musical. She raised her 
sightless face, which looked as if it belonged 
already to another world — that world where 
women are permitted to sing in the choir. 
' Cicely, whatever happens, never doubt that 
you shall be guarded from evil.' 

*Paul,' she said, 'you bring help and 
comfort to us all. Oh, how could we have 
lived all these years without you P ' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE MESSAGE OP THE BANK BOOK. 

Me. Brudenel retired to his study. But this 
retreat, sacred to learning and meditation, 
was now transformed, in the manner peculiar 
to the operations of fate, into a Chamber or 
Cave of Despair, peopled by monstrous fiends 
who accused him of wasting and throwing 
away the property entrusted to his charge. 
For a man of honour and integrity to lose 
trust money, the fortunes of wards and 
children, is a very dreadful thing. By crip- 
pling himself and living in poverty he might, 
in course of years, replace the money. But 
he was now old; he would certainly reach 
the allotted term long before the money could 
be replaced. He would bequeath his lands, 
to make up the amount, for Tom and Cicely ; 

f2 
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and then Sibyl would have nothing. And to 
think that the great and honourable and pro- 
sperous Company, which he himself founded 
and endowed with the magnificent business 
created by his father and christened with the 
name of his father, should break ! Is it a 
light thing to hear one's name associated with 
failures and bankruptcy and the curses of 
thousands ? 

Sibyl came to console him by all the 
endearing acts and the soothing words at her 
command. 

*Go, child,' he replied. *Go, Sibyl, and 
leave me alone. The family is disgraced. 
We can never hold up our heads again. I 
have lost the fortunes placed in my charge. 
I am a defaulter. Yours is lost, child, as well 
as Tom's and Cicely's. Leave me alone to 
face the disaster.' 

Then Lady Augusta came to him, bring- 
ing, in token of peace, the Message concern- 
ing the Bank Book. 

Mr. Brudenel scoffed at that Message; 
and indeed a Bank Book seems a futile thing 
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in itself with which to retrieve a loss of five- 
and-thirty thousand pounds. One might as 
well retrieve a lost battle by collecting the 
spent cartridges. . Lady Augusta conjured him 
to obey in the name of the great and wise 
Izdk Ibn Menelek. He derided that sacred 
name. She implored him for the sake of 
Paul, their guest, their guide, their friend, to 
obey. He blasphemed the name of Paul. 

* He shall go,' cried Mr. Brudenel ; * Paul 
shall go this very day. Since his Friends are 
unwilling or unable to avert disaster, let him 
go. I want not that kind of friendship any 
longer, Augusta ; we have been tormented all 
our lives by the apathy, the ingratitude, and 
the mockery of those whom we have striven 
to help. What did Emanuel Chick's spirits 
— or Lavinia's either — ever do for us ? 
Nothing. We have sacrificed our lives for 
them — ^we have tolerated all kinds of self- 
seeking people. They did nothing for us in 
return. What have Paul's Friends done for 
us?' In spite of his disappointments, Mr, 
Brudenel stUl beUeved fervently in the spirits 



70 HERR PAULUS 

and their messages, as well as in the Seer of 
Abyssinia. *Tell him, Augusta, that I am 
bitterly disappointed in him. He had better 
pack up and leave us. I want to see him no 
more. His Friends must have known what 
was wrong. They can annihilate space, they 
can transport things and people two thousand 
miles in a moment. Yet they could not inter- 
pose to save these innocent children from 
losing their all. And he calls it a trifling 
matter! Tell him he may go, my dear. 
When he is gone we will have nothing more 
to do with the other world or with those in 
communion with it, or with those who have 
acquired powers over the spirits. I will sell 
my library — ^we will sell this house and go 
and live in some country cottage so as to save 
for the children some of their fortune back 
again. And we will go to Church, Augusta, 
like other folk, satisfied with what they know. 
That shall be enough for us, my dear. Tell 
Paul he may go this very day. As for sending 
for the Bank Book, I might as well take and 
draw a cheque for the whole five-and-thirty 
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thousand pounds. Go, my dear, and leave 
me alone, since I am deserted by those who 
ought to help ; leave me to think, if I can, 
what may still be done.' 

Lady Augusta withdrew in tears and 
reported; this contumacy. And presently 
they all retired in various directions — Sibyl 
fiat somewhere apart and the sound of the 
piano and her singing was not heard. Cicely 
went to her room where Hetty was waiting 
for her, but there was httle reading done — 
mostly the two girls talked over what had 
happened, and Cicely considered the subject 
of Poverty as appUed to herself, partly in the 
light of Hetty's experience, which was cer- 
tainly wide and deep and also most discourag- 
ing, and partly from a speculative point of 
view, deducing its lessons and finding its 
Consolations, on which the girl who had 
never known its pains discoursed movingly 
in the manner of Paul to the other who had 
known those pains and pinches. As for Tom ^ 
he was consulting the family solicitors. 

Paul himself was out. He went, in fact, 
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to spend the morning with his amiable friend 
in Beaumont Street, about whom, for his own 
reasons, he did not tell anybody. 

On his return at one o'clock, he met Sibyl 
crossing the Hall. 

* Herr Paulus,' she said, regarding him 
with the utmost severity, ' I wish to tell you 
that nothing in the whole history of the Im- 
postors who have been the curse of this house 
has ever inspired me with more disgust than 
your conduct this morning.' 

Paul bowed gravely, putting his heels 
together in the foreign fashion. He was clad 
in his magnificent fur-lined great coat, and, 
with his hat in his hand, looked like some 
young foreign Prince or Potentate. But 
Sibyl regarded not his looks. 

'Had you really possessed those powers 
which you claim ' — Paul raised his eyebrows 
slightly — ' you would have prevented this 
calamity. Otherwise you would deserve to 
be turned out of doors with ignominy for 
your treachery. That you have not done so 
proclaims aloud that you are an impostor.' 
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Sibyl was really astonished at her own free- 
dom of speech, and went on encouraged : 
*Your affectation of superiority to money 
considerations also proves your trickery. It 
was overdone, sir. It was brutal. It was 
underbred.' Paul reddened at the last word, 
which perhaps touched him in a tender place* 
*No gentleman could have behaved in that 
manner. I have always strongly suspected 
and disliked you ; now I despise you. That 
is all, Herr Paulus, that I have to say. 
Except,' she added, * that I trust my father s 
eyes may be opened by this incident, and that 
we shall very soon indeed bid you fareweU.' 

Again Paul bowed. 

* There is something written somewhere,' 
he said, * about heaping coals of fire upon 

your enemy's head. Perhaps ' He 

bowed again, and, leaving the sentence un- 
finished, he went upstairs to his own room. 

The luncheon, which had become since 
Paul's arrival an animated and cheerful meal, 
enhvened with many a youthful jest and 
merry tale, began most gloomily. Only the 



74 HERR PAULUS 

ladies were present, and they were all de- 
jected. Sibyl, in addition, had great wrath, 
and was also perhaps a little ashamed of her- 
self for her attack on Paul. He, however, 
preserved a cheerful air, and worked his way 
through the dishes with a steady appetite and 
continued display of that callousness which 
Sibyl called brutal and underbred. 

On such occasions as that of a family cala- 
mity, the cook ought to make the table itself 
glow with sympathy. A bereavement re- 
quires cold meat; if it be a bereavement 
which brings a legacy or a succession, it 
should be cold chicken ; if it possesses no 
such consolation, cold boiled mutton. Lov- 
ing memory should be marked by the disap- 
pearance of the lighter and more festive 
dishes ; there should be no puree^ no fillet of 
sole, no cutlet a la Souhise^ and no ris de 
veau ; no jolly little birds, such as plover, 
snipe, partridges, pheasants, or blackcock. 
No gelees, aspics, omelettes, ices, creams, or 
pretty cakes. A sombre array of chops and 
steaks, plainly cooked, suggestive of solid 
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plebeian work-a-day comfort, cold boiled 
beef, tongue, with at most a half-pay pud- 
ding, should alone be served up. Perhaps 
the reason why Sibyl ate nothing at the meal 
was because this rule had not been carried 
out, and the table smiled and sparkled "with 
artistic plenty and festive variety, as if no- 
thing had happened. Had the cook no feel- 
ings ? Yet all the household knew by this 
time that the fortunes had bden lost. 

* Where is your father, dear ? ' asked 
Lady Augusta, with a sigh. 

* He is still in his study. I do not think 
we shall see him at luncheon,' said Sibyl with 
a profound sigh and a glance at Paul. ' The 
Trifling Incident of this morning has been too 
much for him.' 

Then Tom came in, cheerful, but with 
that cheerfulness which the brave young man 
preserves and exhibits on all occasions, say, 
after losing a boat race, or having his play 
damned, or after being beaten at the hundred 
yards, or after losing his first class, or on 
receiving his MS. from the Editor, or on 
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getting the sack ; or after proving to himselt 
how easily and swiftly and unexpectedly a 
fortune of fifteen thousand pounds may take 
wings and fly away without saying farewell, 
and be no more seen, leaving not a trace 
behind, nor anything to prove who has got 
it all. That is the most wonderful thing to 
understand ; who does get all the money that 
is lost ? 

*Well, good people,' he said. *Let me 
have luncheon. One may be a pauper and 
yet get hungry. Paupers are always getting 
hungry, and it is a great nuisance for the 
ratepayers. Eating ought to be a luxury for 
the rich. Cicely, you and I are paupers. 
Yes, Sibyl,' his voice dropped a little, because 
this meant so much more to her than to 
Cicely, * I have now got to work in earnest.' 

* That is, indeed, a great misfortune,' Paul 
observed. 'Your friends ought to go into 
mourning for you, Tom.' 

*My dear philosopher, you bear up so 
well and so nobly that I hope you will your- 
self shortly meet with a similar affliction. I 
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should rejoice to keep up my own pecker 
while you lost your money, and I would 
follow your example in not being depressed 
more than I could help with other people's 
misfortunes. I will take a cutlet. Well, I 
have been since breakfast to Lincoln's Inn 
Fields, where I have conversed, but without 
getting any comfort, with the Man of Law. 
I have been hkewise into the city. So far as 
can be learned there is no chance of anything 
being saved. There is but one opinion. 
Total wreck. Cargo lost. Crew — that is the 
shareholders — cast away. Many are already, 
I hear, inquiring into the menu of the work- 
house dinner and whether the nature of the 
sleeping accommodation has been maligned, 
and if the uniform is becoming. The habilities 
are anything you please, and the assets are as 
low as they make 'em. Beer for me. We 
shall be lucky, all of us, if we continue to get 
beer.' 

' If everything is gone,' said Paul, with a 
sweet smile of patience, * can we not agree to 
say no more about it? We talked about 
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nothing else at breakfast, and Mr. Brudenel 
actually lost his temper over it.' 

' We can, Paul, and we will,' Tom replied. 
* I am going to whistle fortune down the wind. 
I don't quite understand how to do it, but you 
shall show me. It is part of the Ancient Way, 
I am sure. If fortune is not kind to me, what 
care I how fair she be ? You are quite right, 
Paul ; it is best to talk about it no more.' 

'More is lost than money, Tom,' said 
Sibyl, shaking her head solemnly and mourn- 
fully; 'the Family Name is disgraced. We 
can never look people in the face any more ; 
we can never get over it ; we can never go 
into society any more ; we can never lift up 
our heads again ; we can never, never recover 
from the dishonour of ' 

At this point Mr. Brudenel himself ap- 
peared, and so transformed was he, so mira- 
culously changed, that Sibyl could not in 
common decency finish the sentence, though 
she had been quoting her father word for 
word. If the family name had been really 
disgraced by the event of the morning he 
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must have found some wonderful soap capable 
of instantaneously removing any stains, because 
joy and satisfaction shone upon his face hke 
the sun upon a field of golden grain. Yes — 
joy, satisfaction, content and happiness were 
all shown on that happy face, wreathed with 
smiles. He walked as if he wanted to break 
out into a dance ; he spoke as if he wanted 
to laugh and sing. 

' Paul I ' he cried. * Forgive me ! I 
ought never to have doubted. How could I 
doubt? Forgive me! I was hasty and of 
little faith. Oh I my dear friend, they have 
not forgotten me after all ! They have not 
forgotten me ! They remembered that what- 
ever my own convictions might be as to the 
worthlessness of money — ^I had wards — and a 
daughter — and a daughter.' 

He ofiered his hand, which Paul grasped 
with effusion. 

* There is nothing to forgive,' he said. ' I 
know what has happened. But you will tell 
us, will you not ? Your doubts were natural. 
Tell everybody what has happened. You 
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have the Bank Book, I see/ It was in Mr. 
Brudenel's hand. 

* It was only five minutes ago that it was 
brought to the door. Who sent for the Bank 
Book ? Did you, Augusta ? ' 

* Have you forgotten, my dear Cyrus,' she 
repUed, somewhat coldly, * what passed in the 
study when I suggested the sending for the 
Bank Book ? It was not likely that I should 
take upon myself after that to send for the 
book.' 

* Then it was you, Paul, was it ? * 

* Certainly not. But you can easily ask 
the clerk at the Bank who sent for it. Go on. 
You have got your Bank Book. Let us start 
with that.' 

' Well, Augusta ! Girls 1 Tom ! We are 
saved after all! We are saved! That is 
what I have to tell you — ^we are saved ! ' 

' This morning,' said Tom, * we were lost. 
Are we the shuttlecocks of fortune ? Perhaps 
to-morrow we shall be lost again. I beg your 
pardon, sir, for interrupting. How were we 
saved ? Some swam ashore ; some clung to — ' 
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*Well/ Mr. Brudenel's face showed be- 
wilderment. It was always an expressive and 
a candid face, which revealed every emotion, 
and there was no doubt now that he felt the 
extremity of bewilderment. ' By some extra- 
ordinary accident I had forgotten — clean for- 
gotten — ^I cannot understand how I should 
have forgotten — but as a matter of fact — I — * 
I — I — sold out — it seems — yes, I sold out all 
the shares in the Company standing to my 
name three weeks ago/ 

' Sold out ? ' cried Tom. ' Is it possible ? 
How could you forget such a thing as that ? ' 

*I sold the shares. The bankruptcy ot 
the Company, I rejoice to say, has passed over 
our heads like a harmless thunderstorm. It 
cannot hurt us in any way.' 

'But the disgrace to the family name,' 
said Sibyl. 

' My dear ' Mr. Brudenel hastened to 

impress a distinction of so much importance 
upon his daughter — ' a thing which seems dis- 
graceful when it is coupled with such a loss 
of money loses its terror when there is no loss 

yoL. n, G 
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of money. We have been separated so long 
from the direction of the Company that no 
stain, I now perceive, can attach to us.' 

' And we are not paupers after all ? ' said 
Cicely. * Then I know whom we have to 
thank.' 

' No doubt,' said Sibyl. ' Herr Paulus 
will explain it all to us presently.' 

*Why did you sell the shares?' asked 
Tom. 

'I — ^I — I cannot remember.' Never any- 
where had one seen more bewilderment in the 
face of human creatures. ' It is a most 
wonderful thing, I cannot remember any- 
thing at all about it.' 

' Not remember making so great a change 
in your investments r ' 

* No; it is a most remarkable thing. I 
see that it is ; I confess that it is. Yet I can- 
not remember why T sold th-3 shares, or how 
I gave instructions, or anything at all about 
them. It is most remarkable.' 

'It is, indeed,' said Tom, gravely. He 
remembered his guardian's complaint about 
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forgetting every day what passed in his ex- 
cursions to and from Abyssinia. He didn't 
beheve in those excursions, but he began to 
suspect some sort of softening. Only a man 
whose brain was going could forget such a 
thing as the transfer of thirty-five thousand 
pounds. 

' I did sell them, that is certain. And I 
have not yet invested the money in anything 
else,' Mr. Brudenel went on. * It is all in my 
current account. Most wonderful. Paul, do 
you know anything? Can you throw any. 
light? Can you help us to understand 
this?' 

' Ask me anything,' Paul rephed, ' except 
about business. I know no more of shares 
and money than I know of Tom's cog-wheels 
and springs.' 

* Here is the Bank Book with a note from 
the manager, which I found in the drawer of 
my table.' 

Paul took both. On the left-hand side of 
the Bank Book was an entry, — 

' By sale of shares 35,456^. 13^. M: 

a2 
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The manager's letter, dated on the same 
day as the entry in the book, was short. 

*Dear Sir, — ^In accordance with your 
instructions I have sold all your shares in 
Brudenel & Co. The stock was at 357-^* 
I have placed the amount reahsed, viz., 
35,456^. 13^. 6(i., to your credit until further 
instructions.' That was all. 

* You see,' said Paul, ' he says, " in accord- 
ance with your instructions." To be sure, he 
could not sell them without your instructions* 
At least, I suppose not.' 

* And you do not remember giving those 
instructions ? ' Tom asked. ^ To besrin with, 
you must have had reasons for selUng them.' 

* Well, Tom, I must have had reasons. I 
suppose I had reasons. What do you think 
my reasons were now .^ If anybody could re- 
mind me of those reasons I might remember.' 

* Somebody must have warned you — told 
you something — aroused your suspicions. In 
such a matter as the solvency of this Com- 
pany — ^your own Company — ^it must have 
been something very serious indeed that 
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could make you resolve to take such a 
step as to sell out all your shares. You 
must have gone through a considerable period 
of doubt and hesitation — ^you must have 
argued with yourself — perhaps with someone 
else ' 

* Not with me/ said Paul, on whom Tom's 
eye rested first. 

* Nor with me,' said Lady Augusta for the 
same reason. 

* You must, one would think, have passed 
days of consideration and doubt — you must 
have felt most anxious about the safety of the 
Company. The resolution must have caused 
you the greatest pain. And yet you forget — 
you forget.' 

*0f course,' said Cicely, 'Paul's Friends 
helped. He asked them, this morning, to 
help and they did. They told us to send for 
the Bank Book.' 

* Unfortunately for that theory. Cicely/ 
said Tom, 'the transfer of the shares took 
^place three weeks ago. Even Paul's Friends, 
I presume, without wishing in any way to 
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limit their powers, cannot actually put Time 
back for three weeks. To annihilate space is 
one thing. To bring back and alter the past 
is another.' 

' Perhaps,' said Mr. Brudenel, ' my daily 
visits to Abyssinia absorbed ray attention al- 
together and made me forget everything.' 

' Possibly,' Tom replied. ' If I went to 
Abyssinia and back every day, I should think 
the journey would account for everything.' 

' It is most wonderful,' Mr. Brudenel said, 
for the tenth time. 

' If I might offer a suggestion,' said Paul 
gently, ' it would be this : On the 23rd of this 
month, Mr. Brudenel's guardianship ceases. 
He may have intended to hand to each of his 
wards their portion entire, to be re-invested 
as they might think best, and, therefore, he 
sold out without any doubts at all in his mind 
as to the solidity of the Company. He had in- 
vested theirs to the best advantage ; he would 
w in surrendering his trust give them not 

investment, but the whole portion in a 
eque.' 
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^That was it — that was it!' cried Mr. 
Brudenel, eagerly jumping at the suggestion. 
^ I remember now. That was the reason why 
I sold out. That was my intention. That 
was in my mind. That accounts for it. In fact, 
1 remember everything now. You see, Tom, 
don't you — ^why I sold out ? Thank you, 
Paul. You always come to our help in every- 
thing.' 

* But,' said Tom, who had now looked at 
the other side of the Bank Book, * there is 
something else here. How do you account 
for paying away the whole of the money a 
week after to other people ? ' 

* What paying away ? To other people ? ' 
' In three cheques.' Tom read the follow- 
ing entries : ' To Izdk Ibn Menelek, 20,000/. ; 
to Rupert P. Zeigler, 10,000/. ; to Surabjee 
Kamsitjee, 5,000/.' 

' What ? ' This was more unexpected even 
than the entry on the left-hand side. 

'Look for yourself. Do you remember 
those cheques ? ' 

Mr. Brudenel read the entries. Yes ; the 
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whole of the money so wonderfully rescued 
from the falling Company had been paid away 
in those three cheques. 

He looked about him helplessly. * What 
does it mean ? ' he asked. ' I remember 
nothing at all,' he said. * Nothing at all about 
any of these cheques.' 

Then all with one consent turned to Paul. 
Even Thomas the Doubter and Sibyl the 
Infidel turned to Paul for explanations. 

' Come,' said Tom. ' The first of these 
gentlemen, Mr. Izdk Ibn Menelek, the illus- 
trious Sage of Abyssinia, who gets a cheque 
for 20,000^., is, I believe, a personal friend of 
yours, Paul. The least you can do for us in 
the matter is to ask him for an explanation 
how and why he got the money.' 

* Certainly, I will ask him to explain the 
whole business. But they are all three friends 
of mine. I will ask them all.' 

' Put it to the Wise Man,' said Tom, * from 
a modern point of view. Let him understand 
that money is in these days only paid to 
people in return for services rendered or 
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promised : explain to him what getting money 
under false pretences means : perhaps he is 
only posted in the Ancient Law and the 
Hidden Way. Tell him how awkward things 
are made nowadays for people who persuade 
other people out of their money.' 

* I will ask them all why they took the 
money* But perhaps they will not tell me/ 

' That is very likely/ said Sibyl. 

'Perhaps we may make them. Let us 
understand each other, Paul. It is Sibyl's 
money and Cicely's and mine that is concerned. 
I want no foohng around in this matter.' 

' My Friends never fool around. If they 
will not tell me I cannot make them. And, 
frankly, I believe they will not tell me.' 

' I shall hold you responsible for this 
money,' said Tom. 

'If you please. Let me, however, point 
out to you that you will find it difiicult to 
connect me with the cheques. One of them 
has been presented by a friend of mine now 
in Abyssinia ; another by a friend in Phila- 
delphia ; and the third by a friend now in 
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Bombay. That is all I can tell you. Why 
the cheques were drawn by Mi*. Brudenel, for 
what consideration, or the thought of what 
promise — I cannot tell you. Ask Mr. 
Brudenel.' 

Very good. This was reasonable. Mr. 
Brudenel had not connected Paul with the 
cheques ; he remembered nothing at all about 
them. 

' Let us/ said Tom, ' see the cheques.' 

They were in the pocket of the Bank 
Book. They were drawn in Mr. Brudenel's 
own handwriting — firm, clear, straight up 
and down — a handwriting which was diflScult 
to imitate. There could be no doubt at all 
that they were all drawn and signed by him- 
self. They were made payable to order 
and were crossed. They were also endorsed. 
They were therefore paid into some bank, 
not across the counter. Tom replaced the 
cheques in the pocket and put book and all 
into his own pocket, saying nothing. 

* Am I,' said Mr. Brudenel, dropping into 
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a chair, ' the sport of the Spirits ? la it their 
revenge upon me for deserting their Cause ? ' 

* Oh ! ' Cicely clasped her hands. ' Why 
do we make such a fuss ? Why do we doubt ? 
Why do we fear ? Paul told us that we must 
send for the Bank Book. Only let us have a 
little faith ! ' 

But Tom laid his hand upon the breast 
pocket of his coat in which lay the Bank Book 
and the cheques. And he tapped that pocket 
as much as to intimate that Faith, even when 
taken in large quantities, would not render 
Enquiry unnecessary. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

THE FIBST INVESTIGATION. 

It was the morning after. 

On the morning after a storm, as every- 
body knows who has been wrecked at sea, 
the sun always breaks gloriously, the sky is 
clear, the air is soft and balmy, though the 
sea may heave and be still unquiet. 

The shares were sold. That was the first 
thing. It was like escaping in an open boat 
from a sinking ship. But all the money was 
mysteriously conveyed away into the hands 
of three unknown persons, one of them 
certainly the Instructor, but hitherto the 
unseen Instructor, of Mr. Brudenel, and all 
three stated by Paul to be his own personal 
friends. This was like the dangerous heav- 
ing of the boat. No one knew what might 

happen with those uncertain factors in the 
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problem. That was like having no port 
within a thousand miles, yet to be lying in the 
track of vessels. 

After breakfast, Sibyl followed Tom to his 
workshop. 

' No one comes here. Dodo,' he said ; * we 
can talk as much as we please, undisturbed. 
My dear Dodo, what shall we do if the money 
is all gone ? ' 

'You will make yourself a great name, 
Tom ; and I will wait — oh ! and perhaps you 
will get tired of waiting.' 

* My dearest Dodo, if you look so sweet I 
shall get tired of waiting immediately.' 
. • . . • 

These are the marks which show that 
what followed is irrelevant and beneath the 
dignity of the historian. They are also 
symbols which silly lovers in the humbler 
walks, where they are less eloquent in words 
than the better educated, use as tokens to 
show the depth and intensity of their passion, 
their fidelity, and their constancy. Like all 
symbols they fall very far short of the reality. 
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^ And now, Tom, let us talk soberly. You 
said you had "quantities of things to tell 
me. 

^ Quantities, Dodo ? None of them half so 
important as the things I have just told you ; 
as that I lo ' 

* No, Tom ; not again. Let us proceed to 
business.' 

' Well, then, if one must. We are per- 
suaded, are we not, that this fellow Paul — ^I 
wish I didn't like the beast — is at the bottom 
of the whole business ? ' 

' Perfectly certain.' 

'For some purpose of his own we are 
assured that he has deyised the whole thing — 
how, we are not yet certain.' 

'We are agreed so far, Tom. I am also 
perfectly certain that he means to carry off 
the whole of this money.' 

' There we differ. I am convinced that his 
was the hand that executed, and his the head 
that planned, the whole plot. But I am not 
so sure that he means to stick to this money. 
It would be a cowp too audacious even for a 
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man who sends another to Abyssinia and 
back, all in a single morning.' 
' Then what does he do it for ? * 

* I don't quite know. I've watched Paul 
ever since he came here, and I've talked with 
him nearly every night in this room. Dodo. I 
like him, and I beUeve in him. That is, I 
believe that he has not come here after 
money.' 

^ My dear Tom, they all come after money.' 
^ He knows that I am watching him and 

trying to find out how he does it. We always 

talk on that assumption. It is understood.' 
' Who is this man, Tom, that he should be 

different from the Emanuel Chicks and the 

rest of them ? ' 

* He is an American. Of that I have not 
the least doubt. Not that such a fact lifts 
him necessarily above old Chick. By no 
means. Do you know, however, that there is 
a certain kind of American who craves for 
notoriety above all things ? There are plenty 
over here who would give a good deal for 
notoriety, but with this American kind it is a 
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craze. Paul is one of them. He has betrayed 
himself to me a hundred times. He cannot 
bear the thought of being one of the common 
herd, to live unnoticed and to be forgotten 
as soon as he is dead. He wants distinc- 
tion.' 

' Oh ! what distinction ! One of the tribe 
of impostors who pretend to supernatural 
powers.' 

'Perhaps nature did not give him the 
qualities which go to make a man successful 
on the ordinary lines. But then, on the other 
hand, she gave him more than his share of 
nervous quickness, so that he sees at once 
while ordinary people are only feeling their 
way.' 

'Well?' 

'Then— I have been reading up the 
subject lately. I used to laugh at it. There 
is the power called mesmerism, about which 
so much nonsense has been written. It is a 
real power, though so little under control 
that physicians refuse to use it. Paul has 
that power, and he has developed it. You 
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saw, Sibyl, how he acted upon Cicely and 
Hetty.' 

^ Yes. He mesmerised them.' 

'He made them think as he pleased, and 
he made them see what he willed. It is an* 
uncommon phase of this force, but there are 
instances of it.' 

' Well, Tom ? But all this does not remove 
him from the tribe of impostors. How about 
Prince Menelek and the Abyssinian Sage ? ' 

'They belong to the patter of the pro- 
fession. Did you ever hear a conjuror talk 
while he does his tricks ? The faster he talks, 
the more he diverts your attention, the more 
astonishing are the things he does.' 

' But the papers from India.' 

' They are also part of the patter. The 
great trick in this case is, I am persuaded, 
the exercise of mesmeric influence.' 

'Oh!' 

' You see that an immense reputation may 
be established by the performing of miracles. 
Paul aims at the reputation of supernatural 
powers. Hence his miracles. The blind girl 

VOL. II, H 
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sees her brother ; the photograph of the 
brother floats down from the ceiling; the 
paper comes all the way from India.' 

* And all this money takes wings and flies 
away, Tom.' 

'You persist in believing the man to be 
dishonest, Sibyl. Let me go on. Paul is 
locked up every morning with your father. 
Every day he spends an hour with Lady 
Augusta. Most days, I have ascertained, he 
has an hour or so as well in Cicely's room. 
He has acquired influence almost absolute 
over your father, and over the two girls, 
while Lady Augusta firmly beUeves in him. 
But he does not move her to the same extent 
as the others.' 

' I suppose that is so.' 

* We hear of daily visits to Abyssinia. 
But mark! Your father forgets every day 
what he has said and done there. Cicely sees 
her brother as often as she wishes, by Paul's 
help. Hetty obeys if he lifts his little finger. 
This is a dangerous state of things, Sibyl. In 
the hands of an unscrupulous person it would 
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be very dangerous. The man has oppor- 
tunities which no one should be allowed to 
have.' 

' Yes, and how has he used them ? ' 
' He has taken all our money, Sibyl. Of 
that I am certain. And yet I do not believe 
he has stolen it.' 

* I do, Tom.' 

* Now, I have made one discovery which 
may help us. I have found out that he 
knew, a month ago, that Brudenel and Com- 
pany were shaky.' 

* Oh ! and he pretends to know nothing at 
all about business.' 

' We must be tolerant, my dear. When a 
man goes in for this line of life he must be 
prepared with a good many Crackers and a 
Brazen Brow. He is like a novelist.' 

* Everybody knows that a novelist makes 
up.' 

' Yes, but if you stop to think that it is 
made up, you are lost. Now listen, I have 
found out one of the Crackers, which is some- 
thing. Four weeks ago Lavinia Medlock had 

b2 ... 
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a visit from an old gentleman, all of whose 
money was in the Company. He had re- 
ceived a private and confidential warning 
from somebody who had access to the books 
or could put things together. He had also 
received an assurance from somebody else 
in the office that the Company was most 
flourishing. Then this old gentleman, be- 
wildered and uncertain, went to Lavinia for 
counsel. He might as well have asked the 
town pump. Lavinia's spirits behaved in the 
usual ridiculous manner, and she finally gave 
it up and made out a case for counsel and 
sent it to Paul, who ordered the old gentle- 
man to sell out instantly.' 

* But how did he know the private affairs 
of the firm ? ' 

* My dear child, I told you that Paul pos- 
sesses extraordinary faculties. He found out, 
I suppose, just as I have found out, only 
much more quickly, that in. the present con- 
dition of trade, and considering what the 
Company have done of late years, the con- 
cern could not possibly keep up the high 
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dividends which it has been paying. If I had 
given my attention, six months ago, to the 
subject, I would have convinced your father 
as well as myself. Very good, that is my 
discovery. As for the letter of introduction 
to the manager, it was written — I have seen 
it — ^by your father. Nothing could be 
clearer. The cheques were also signed by 
him. Moreover, the three persons to whom 
the cheques were payable — the Eight Hon- 
ourable Izdk Ibn Menelek the Falasha, Mr. — 
probably General — ^Rupert P. Zeigler, of 
Philadelphia, and the respectable Surabjee 
Kamsitjee, of Bombay, have all opened ac- 
counts in their different banks, each giving 
the name of your father as a reference of 
respectability. In each case he has written a 
letter attesting the respectability of the per- 
son. No hesitation was made in opening an 
account which began with so big a cheque 
and so sound a reference.' 

' All this is very wonderful, Tom. But it 
does not prove the man's honesty.' 

* It does not, I confess. But so far, not a 
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single cheque has been drawn at any of the 
banks. I have found that out, and it seems 
to me a very significant circumstance. Well. 
One more discovery I also made. The 
cheques were paid in personally. The first 
was brought by an old man infirm and 
crippled, who could scarcely walk — ^Paul him-* 
self, no doubt. The second was brought by 
a middle-aged man with an immense light 
brown beard and spectacles — Paul again. 
The third was brought by a man in Eastern 
costume, brown-skinned, with a thick black 
beard and black eyes. I have Paul's photo- 
graph painted and adorned with a turban and 
a black beard — here it is — the true portrait 
of Surabjee Kamsitjee — only, unfortunately, 
they do not remember at the Bank.' 

Tom continued summing up the situation. 

' Well. The position is sufiiciently alarm- 
ing. How could we prove that Paul caused 
these cheques to be drawn by false pretences ? 
Mesmeric influence is not recognised by the 
Courts of Law, though undue influence might 
be urged. You have to prove it. A man 
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apparently in the full vigour of his intellect 
orders, in an autograph letter which cannot 
be disputed, the sale of certain shares. He 
then with his own hand draws these cheques 
— the counterfoils being entered with care — 
and signs them. The signature cannot be 
disputed. He then writes three letters, in 
each of which he vouches for the respec- 
tability of a certain person. His only answer 
to these facts is that he forgets all about it ; 
that he does not know these persons. But he 
cannot tell how he came to do it. Next, how 
are we to connect Paul with the money ? 
How can it be proved that he was the infirm 
old man ? I confess that it will be difficult. 

' As for Mr. Eupert Zeigler, the beard is 
all one has to go by, although I am perfectly 
sure that the beard was on Paul's chin. And 
as for the gentleman of Bombay, they remem- 
ber very Uttle about him, though they own 
that my picture seems very like. So far, you 
see, I think the most acute detective would 
fail to connect Paul with the cheques. It 
remains to find out, if we can, his method of 
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working upon your father, and on that point 
I hope to be able to throw light before long.' 
*And meantime, I suppose,' said Sibyl, 
* he will make my father sell his land and his 
house and everything.' 

* It is possible. In such hands anything 
is possible.' 

* And yet you are not alarmed.' 

* Not a bit. I have no fear. Paul is only 
working up another miracle. lie is arrang- 
ing his ejflfects, and getting together his little 
properties. It will be, he thinks, a truly 
beautiful miracle : only, this time, perhaps, 
we may have the satisfaction of knowing how 
he does it. And, perhaps. Dodo,' he took 
her hand again. ' Perhaps the discovery, if 
we do make it, may act as an eye-opener to 
your father, and the Vestal Virgin of the 
Cause may be allowed to leave the Temple of 
a fallen god.' 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

ONLY A KISS. 

There was one room in the house into 
which we have not yet penetrated — a small 
room on the first floor, which for beauty, 
comfort, and daintiness, excelled all the other 
rooms in the house. It was so beautiful and 
so dainty, because it had been the girls' room 
formerly so called, but was now Cicely's room. 
When school came to an end and the last of 
the governesses departed, Sibyl left the room, 
but Cicely remained. Everything belonged 
to the blind girl; the books, which Hetty 
read to her, the pictures, also read to her by 
Hetty ; the pretty things which she could not 
see; yet it is undoubtedly good for a blind 
girl to be surrounded by things beautiful. 
The music was hers which Hetty played to 
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her, the piano was hers on which she herself 
played, letting her fingers wander over the 
keys, while to her sightless eyes there came 
visions. What visions? What do they see, 
the blind? How do they shape and colour 
the world ? What is form, what is colour to 
the blind ? How do they imagine the tender 
green of the young leaves in June; the 
fragility of the flowers ; the thousand hues of 
nature ; the charms of beauty ; the magic of 
the eyes ; the witchery of art ; the slopes and 
shadows of the hills ; what are they like — the 
visions and the fancies of the bhnd ? I know 
not. Cicely's visions came to her, bringing 
happiness unspeakable, sometimes when she 
heard sweet music, sometimes when she heard 
great poetry, sometimes when she listened to 
the voice of a certain young man, who spoke 
as she had never before heard any man speak. 
He came often to this room; he came 
nearly every day ; generally he came in the 
afternoon, between tea and the first dinner 
bell; a quiet and lazy time when the lamp 
was lit, the curtains drawn, and the cold east 



ONLY A KISS • 107 

wind shut out. There was no concealment 
about his visits; he went openly to the 
room ; anybody who wanted him at this time 
would look for him in Cicely's room. The 
whole house was his. If you had asked him 
why he came here he would have replied, 
with as much candour as you have any right 
to expect — it is not possible, unhappily, for 
any man to be wholly candid — that he loved 
above all things (except, perhaps, Distinction) 
material comfort, physical ease, warmth, and 
the contemplation of things beautiful. Like 
many other preachers and philosophers, while 
he despised riches, he ardently loved those 
things which only riches can procure. Indeed, 
it is too often forgotten, especially by parents, 
guardians, tutors, and teachers, how much 
more intense is the craving for these things 
in first manhood, when these things are the 
least attainable, than in age. In the early 
twenties a young man yearns and craves for 
physical ease and for love and for beauty ; he 
grows sick for lack of these ; life is worthless 
because he cannot get them. By the time he 
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gets to fifty he has had much experience of 
little ease, hard work and cold weather ; and, 
besides, has had some moderate share of 
happiness and of love, insomuch that the old 
yearning, like a fierce fire that has burned 
itself out, only smoulders ; and as for things 
beautiful, they are intimately connected with 
persons beautiful : and, therefore, it is no use 
yearning after what belongs to the young. 
Now, alas — 

Love will not lip him ; 
Maid will not clip l^im ; 
Maud and Marian pass him by. 

If further pressed, Paul would have gone 
on to confess — but he had a most wholesome 
Protestant hatred of the Confessional — that 
he could get warmth and easy chairs in other 
parts of the house, even in bis own room, 
by himself, or in Tom's room, but he could 
get nowhere else the undivided companionship 
of two beautiful girls, sweet, confiding, and be- 
lieving. Every Prophet, even a False Prophet, 
loves to have disciples who never question. 

Hither he came and here he talked oi 
things i the contemplation of which lifts the 
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soul which submits to be lifted and to be 
guided. Men are too stiff-necked to submit. 
I have never seen in any club smoking-room 
either a Prophet who wanted to lift other 
men's souls, or men who submitted their souls 
to be lifted. A shove up — as Baxter poetic- 
ally put it — is the last thing which men ask 
of each other. But how many women are 
always looking for it ! Paul spoke of life and 
death, of the barrier which lies between, of 
the eternal world of which this life is but a 
tiny episode as the soul marches upwards or 
downwards. Was it nonsense that he talked ? 
I know not. His soft and musical voice, his 
dark and beautiful eyes, his presence and his 
comeliness made it more than sense — divine 
wisdom, so that the hearts of the two girls 
glowed. 

' There is not,' his words flowed musically, 
* anything in this world that man can make 
or desire or aim at which is really of the 
smallest importance. Love? He may wait 
for it, because beyond the Barrier — as we say, 
but there is no Barrier — love awaits him far 
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(h^^lAfr and more holy than any earthty love. 
Wealth^ It can do nothing for the sonL 
Knowledge ? They do not understand — ^they 
can never understand — that the secrets of 
nature which they so painfully seek and so 
slowly acquire, are all revealed in the wisdom 
we call the Hidden Way. Long life ? It is 
only to be desired while those we love are 
still unable to see and converse with the 
spirits. When all can see as I can see, and 
converse as I can converse, we shall die 
without a pang or a regret. Cicely — ^Hetty * 
—he lowered his voice, * th-ere are some things 
which one cannot speak of before the world; 
in this room, with you, we may speak freely, 
for we believe. Oh! we are always, every- 
where, surrounded by spirits. I see them,' 
he looked around, ' they are in this room now, 
thoy are speaking together of you. They 
pass and are gone, and others follow. Some 
stay with us always to whisper words which 
may warn and advise : they protect us from 
evils — real evils : they laugh when we com- 
plain of imaginary evils and of wrongs which 
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cannot harm the soul ; they fill us with lofty 
thoughts — you might see them if you had my 
eyes. Yet a little while and you shall see 
them — yes, you shall see them, Cicely, you as 
clearly as Hetty. I cannot give you the 
power of seeing things earthly, but things 
spiritual you shall see clearly as I myself.' 

To read these things is foolishness ; to hear 
them spoken in a soft and musical voice, in 
the accents of truth and conviction, by one 
who had shown that he could do things which 
to other men are impossible, in the seclusion 
of that room, was to these girls nothing short 
of a new Gospel — all their own — all to them- 
selves. Think of a new Gospel all to your- 
self! And while the young man gave the 
girls these glimpses into the Unknown, his 
eyes wandered from Cicely, listening like some 
sweet cloistered saint to Francis of Assisi, 
her blind eyes looking heavenwards, with 
parted lips and glowing cheeks, to Hetty, who 
lifted her heavy lustrous eyes not to heaven 
but to the prophet, moved less by the dehghts 
of eternal study — as some are moved less by 
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those of eternal singing — than by the joys of 
companionship with those one loves. 

Sometimes he read poetry to them — the 
poetry which fills the soul with vague 
yearnings ; and he would leave the verses 
half finished, and in talk carry on the theme, 
playing on their> emotions as a musician 
produces variations of the same air. Some- 
times he would tell them stories taken from 
I know not where, but his memory was good 
and his imagination strong ; they were storifes 
such as are not written down — no editor 
would receive them — they had no plot, and 
they were not constructed with any art ; they 
ran on, and their interest lay in the manner 
of telling ; and sometimes, like an imaginative 
child, he would carry on the story from day 
to day. Generally the hero was a poor lad 
of obscure origin, who worked his way to 
great fame and distinction by courage and by 
genius. 

Sometimes he would tell them of places 
which he had seen and people he had met. 
He knew New York and Boston ; he knew 
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Flbrenc^, Eome, and Venice, Paris, and St. 
Petersburg ; he could tell them all kinds of 
strange and curious things. A young man 
who has travelled so far has seen many things, 
high and low. And remember, this young 
man told the girls nothing that was low and 
common. He did not abuse his position. 
Always he raised their souls and hfted them 
above themselves. Always, at his coming, 
Hetty put on, mentally, her Sunday frock, and 
Cicely attuned her mind to higher things. 

A prudent young man, especially one who 
has been solemnly warned of the dangers 
which belong to the society of young ladies 
and knows beforehand that Love is fatal to 
the Higher Philosophy, would have kept out 
of this room, set with the only trap which 
Cupid ever lays — a lovely girl or two — and 
would have attended strictly to business. 
Every young man's future, but especially 
Paul's, depends upon his sticking to business. 
Yet it is difficult when one is young to be 
always thinking of the Future. The Present, 
you see, is ever with us ; the Future, child of 

YQI4. II. I 
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the Present, seems so far off. And then the 
Present is for ever changing, which prevents 
monotony, though it causes us to call it 
names, such as fugacious, illusory, a cheat, a 
false promiser, and the like. And even if the 
Present be a Fool's Paradise, that kind of 
garden is very delightful and wholly free from 
anxiety and forethought. Why, it is not 
everybody who can find out the flowery lane 
that leads to that garden gate ; and when it 
is found there are very few who have a key 
that will open it. 

One afternoon — a day or two after the 
Failure of Brudenel and Company — Hetty 
was sitting alone in their room reading a 
story. The book was all about the happiness 
which love brings to those girls who are so 
lucky as to win a lover, young, rich, hand- 
some, well born, and clever. I think the 
hero in this story was a Guardsman — nothing 
less, if you please — of noble family, of course ; 
great wealth, naturally ; and the poetic tem- 
perament for which the Guards' Club— and 
Skindle's — ^is so remarkable ; he was two-and- 
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twenty and she was eighteen — ^it is an age too 
young for real and solid love, only most 
novelists and poets do not perceive this great 
truth — ^nor do the boys and girls who read 
them. It was a most beautiful story, in short, 
ending happily with rice but no wedding 
breakfast. Somehow, Hetty did not much 
care for it. Her thoughts wandered. . ' 

Suddenly, without any footstep being 
heard, the door opeiied and Paul appeared. 
That was nothing unusual. But Hetty for 
some reason blushed a rosy red. 

He came in softly — not secretly — shutting 
the door behind him. He went to the window 
and looked out. It was six o'clock, in the 
middle of April. A grey sky covered the 
garden, where the east wind ground together 
black branches of the trees; there was not 
yet a touch of spring upon the boughs or on 
the flower beds. Paul shivered and half drew 
the curtain to keep out the sight of the cold. 
Then he took Cicely's chair beside the fire 
and sat down and looked at Hetty. She laid 
down her book and waited* 
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* Where is Cicely ? ' he asked: 

* She is lying down. She has a little head- 
ache/ 

* Bring her here, and I will send it away/ 
This young man . had a surprising power of 
sending away toothache, headache, earache, 
neuralgia, and all — or perhaps nearly all — 
the aches and pains which afflict humanity. 
He cured the servants and the servants' friends. 
His remedy was the application of his hand; 
which immediately caused the pain to vanish. 
In the same way I have seen a negro cause a 
sprain to disappear instantly. The human 
hand, accompanied by a certain amount of 
energy on the one side and faith on the other, 
does it. Perhaps the toothache ' came again 
after a while, and in the end they had to 
go to the dentist and have the horrid thing 
clawed out — but think of the relief for the 
time ! 

Hetty rose to obey. 

' No — no,' said Paul. ' Let her stay. 
Lying down will do her good. And we will 
talk, Hetty/ 



ONLY A KISS 117 

She sat down again and waited, submis- 
sive. 

He rose and stood over her. 

' Look in my eyes,' he said. 

' Oh ! Paul — no — no — spare me.' 

' I will do you no harm, child.' 

' You make me faint and dizzy. When I 
grow unconscious, you will make me tell you 
what you please. You wiU do with me as 
you did with the butler when you made him 
tell us how he drinks the wine. Spare me, 
Paul.' 

He laughed and sat down. 

'We will talk, then. Are you happier, 
Hetty?' 

'Yes.' • 

' Are you happier because I am here ? ' 

' You know I am, Paul. You make ua a 
happier — you have brought such happinei 
into this house as was never known befon 
Even Sibyl says that you have brightene 
the place.' 

' Are you happier because you see a Utt! 
more clearly than before ? ' 
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- : 'I did not desire to see more clearly. Yet 
it does make me happier to feel that things 
are not all a pretence. Oh, Paul, it is a 
dreadful thing to feel ashamed of your mother. 
I know the things that are done. I have had 
to keep my eyes closed. In this house I have 
had to preserve silence even when I knew 
there was imposture and I could have exposed 
the cheat — but then I should have had to tell 
how I knew the tricks. And at last to feel 
that there is really truth in it in spite of all — 
to know that my mother really does converse 
with the spirits even if they are only the 
lower kind. It has made me inexpressibly 
happy, Paul, to be certain of this.' 

* I am glad, Hetty,' he replied. ' It is no 
small thing to make you happy, Hetty.' 

* Besides, you have made Cicely happy. 
She has no knowledge of unworthy tricks. 
But you have made her happier and more 
cheerful. And you have made the whole 
house cheerful. Formerly it was as gloomy, 
especially after another Disappointment, as a 
sepulchre.' 
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* Hetty/ Paul abruptly changed the sub- 
ject. ' You are young — ^you will not always 
remain with Cicely. What will you do with 
your life ? ' 

*I do not know. I have not had the 
disposing of my own life so far. I do not 
suppose that will ever be given into my hands.' 

'Do you look forward? Do you think 
what may be in the lap of Fortune for you ? ' 

'Sometimes. But I dare not think too 
much upon the future.' 

' Look forward now, Hetty. Nay,' he re- 
peated imperiously, ' I command you. Look 
forward and tell me truthfully what you see. 
Kemember it is not the real future that you 
will see : it is the future that you least desire 
and most dread.' 

The girl closed her eyes. Then she shud- 
dered and trembled and opened them again. 

' I cannot, Paul.' 

' Tell me,' he said. ' You must.' 

She resisted no longer. 

' I see a long life of poverty. I am always 
somebody's companion. There will never be 
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any one so kind as Cicely. I get older and 
poorer, and I am always solitary. It is a 
dreadful life, Paul,' she cried. * I see the end 
of it. I will not look any more.' 

'There is another picture,' said Paul. 
' Look again, Hetty. See what I see.' 

' Oh ! I see a girl, it is myself ; and a man 
before her, and he leads her away by the 
hand ; and oh ! she is full of happiness.' 

' Do you see the face of the man ? ' 

'No, I cannot see it. But I know the 
shape of his head. It is — oh ! ' she covered 
her face with her hands, and said no more. 

' Play to me, Hetty,' said Paul, springing 
to his feet. ' Play me music — quickly — play 
to me.' 

She obeyed ; her cheek blushing and her 
eyes down dropped, and began to play such 
music as she played to Cicely when the bhnd 
girl wanted to dream and have the visions 
which music brought. 

Paul walked restlessly about the room. 
So in far off America a certain lad named 
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Ziphion walked to and fi-o, while a certain girl 
named Betliiah played to him. 

• Hetty I ' he cried. 

She stopped and turned her head. 

' Your music does not soothe me. It 
maddens me. Oh ! stand up and take my 
hands. Hetty, Hetty. Look in my eyes 
^ain. Do they subdue you ? Do they com- 
pel you ? Do they make your brain reel and 
your eyes move? Do they, child, make you 
afraid, now?' 

* Oh ! no, no.' 

' Because they are subdued by yours, 
Hetty. Because they are conquered.' He 
drew her gently, and his arms lay round her 
neck and waist, and he kissed her a dozen 
times. Then, without another word, he 
pushed her roughly from him, and rushed out 
of the room, banging the door behind him. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

SIR PERCIVAL. 

'Yes/ said the clerk in the Secretary's 
office. ' The man is here. You will find him 
within. He arrived in the "Willing Bride," of 
Quebec, three months out, and he's madder 
than ever. Three prayer meetings he's held 
already, and he's at it again. I wonder how 
they stand it so well. You can go in if you 
want.' 

The place was in the Sailors' Home, Dock 
Street. Paul passed through a short passage 
and found himself in a large, low room, set 
with solid square timber pillars, to shore up 
the roof; tables of a heavy and solid kind 
were set about, and benches stood beside 
them. It was the common room of the 
Sailors' Home, where th^ take their meals 
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and sit and converse. If you go through the 
common room you find yourself in a place 
which reminds you of a ship and of a monas- 
tery, and of those solitaries who lived in caves, 
high up in the sides of cliffs and precipices, 
and you turn dizzy and reeL For there are 
rows of httle cells or cabins, in every one a 
sailor, piled one above the other, and, in front 
of each row, a gallery in light iron, with iron 
staircases, the sight of which makes you think 
of falling over or through. 

The common room, this morning, was 
thinly attended. A lusty negro, coal black, 
rolled about, and, on one of the benches, pipe 
in mouth, two or three mild-faced Norwegians 
sat with the newspaper of their native country 
in their hands ; a dozen fellows lounged and 
leaned against the pillars with crossed legs, 
doing nothing with the contentment only pos- 
sible with sailors and fishermen ; one or two 
men were writing, one or two smoking pipes ; 
there was a smell as of 'tween decks, one 
thought of the fo'k'sle ; tar was present, and 
one thought of ropes ; if the men had lurched 



124 HERR PAULUS 

and pitched as they went one would not have 
been surprised. 

In the middle of this room, however, sur- 
rounded by a little group of sailors, chiefly 
young, was a young man sitting in a chair — 
talking and arguing. In reality he was 
preaching, but it seemed as if he was merely 
talking earnestly from his chair, while they 
gathered round and listened. But from time 
to time he sprang to his feet and raised his 
voice, and addressed them in impassioned 
tones, which were surely those of the preacher. 
And he used a certain gesture which has of 
late become fashionable among orators of the 
fervid type. I think it is an American im- 
portation, made, like all American things, for 
the purpose of impressing Demos. For my 
own part I prefer the old English gestures 
used for impressing persons who possess 
the critical faculty, just as I prefer English 
cheeses, English bacon, English apples to the 
American importations. This gesture consists 
in throwing the right. arm up and back, and 
then hurling the hand, so .to speai;, at tho 
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audience. It is easily learned, and may be 
acquired by half-an-bour's^ practice before a 
glass ; when a man is really and truly in 
earnest, and possesses the gift of impassioned 
speech, it helps him to become effective ; 
when a man only wishes to seem in earnest, 
and therefore shows the pretence in his words, 
the gesture is grotesque, and destroys what 
effect his oratory might otherwise produce. 
Demos is no fool ; above all, he is ready to 
detect a man who is not really in earnest. 
That is the reason why so many leaders dis- 
appear early, and why so much vigorous 
speech is thrown away and wasted. 

Paul drew near and sat down to hsten. 

The speaker was dressed as a common 
sailor ; his face was weather-beaten, but the 
features were regular ; his hands were tarry, 
but they were small ; his figure was tall 
and graceful ; his short hair was dark ; he 
spoke like a gentleman, and he looked above 
the rank of a common sailor. His eyes were 
remarkable for their bright and even fiery ap- 
pearance ; in the low dark room they glowed. 
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They were the eyes of a fanatic or a mad-* 
man. Once I saw crouching in a corner of a 
darkened cell a madman who had killed a 
warder. He was perfectly quiet, but his eyes 
were two balls of fire, and he was ready to 
spring upon the first man who should venture 
within the cell. Such were the eyes of this 
young sailor. 

It was apparent immediately from his 
words that he belonged to the narrowest 
order of Christians. We who live in great 
towns and choose our own religion, and some- 
times choose a broader form of Christianity, 
permit ourselves to deride the narrow brethren. 
We should not deride them. They belong 
to a very big school indeed. There are ten 
millions of them in England, four millions in 
Scotland, two in Ireland, three in Colonial 
Britain, and thirty millions in America who 
belong to this school. It is not, therefore, by 
any means extinct. Nor will it ever become 
extinct so long as men who are unlearned 
claim to exercise the right of private inter- 
pretation. And it wiU always be a narrow 
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school, although its disciples hold all kinds of 
conclusions and divide themselves into as 
many sects as there are sauces in France. 
The arguments of this school are based upon 
premises which the wicked Eationalist will 
not allow ; its followers know nothing of the 
Science of Eeligion or of the development of 
the great central idea ; the school is as cruel 
and pitiless as the Letter of the Law ; it is 
self-suflScient and arrogant. We may say all 
kinds of harsh things as regards this school, 
but those who remember how terrible a 
tyranny is Authority, how truly hateful a 
thing is Ecclesiastical Kule, and how monstrous 
a being is the Priest in Power, will take heart 
though a dozen new sects are invented every 
day, and will continue to praise the Lord that 
such thinkers are enabled to exist at all. 

Paul had been brought up in this school 
himself. He knew all the tags and the 
phrases of the school ; if he was ever to get 
reUgion, it would be this sort of religion. But 
it was a long time since he had concerned 
himself about the condition of his soul. For 
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many reasons sucH an inquiry would have 
been undesirable and unsettling. Besides, was 
he not in the hands of Friends who know all 
about the next world ? 

As Paul sat and listened — the man who 
was speaking was a born orator — his mind 
went back to a certain plain building, white- 
washed inside, where the people sat in narrow 
pews while a man in a black coat thundered 
and pleaded, threatened, coaxed, and pro- 
mised, and threatened again. He remembered 
how that man looked and how his ' voice 
resounded in the building. Some of the con- 
gregation had already experienced religion; 
these groaned, sighed, and murmured ; others 
were looking for it with anxious hearts ; 
others only looked on with apathetic faces as 
if the thing did not concern them in the least. 
He remembered how they all looked, and how 
he from his seat in the gallery used to gaze 
into the faces below and read their thoughts. 
As this sailor went on, Paul's eyes closed ; he 
was again a boy listening to an address for 
the unconverted — it was delivered so often,; 
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atid it converted so few. The arguments were 
the same ; his memory took him back to the 
child who believed and wondered why re- 
ligion was so long in coming to him, though 
Bethiah was already converted and was a 
Church member. Then an unexpected phrase 
brought him back to the Sailors' Home. 
Why, this man was a preacher indeed. Had 
the pulpit been occupied by him in the old 
days Paul must have been converted long ago. 
He would have become, in fact, a Church 
member. He would then have stayed in his 
native town. He would have risen to the 
proud position of Superintendent of the 
Sunday School and Deacon. Or he might 
have gone to College and become a Minister 
and preached those same things himself. 
Then he would have married Bethiah I 
Where was Bethiah? And then he would 
have never seen Hetty ! Now, his conversion 
was impossible. It would interfere too much 
with his prospects. He had, in fact, other 
engagements. Paul sighed and returned to 
business. 

VOL. 11. K 



I30 HERR PAULUS 



The speaker went on. He chained his 
audience. He forced them to listen. He told 
them that he had converted every hand 
aboard the * Willing Bride/ insomuch that 
when the men were paid off not one of them 
was found to go into a pubUc house nor 
would a single one venture in Eatcliffe High- 
way, although we now call it by another name. 
And he said he was going to convert them 
too, and that right off and without any delay. 
At the prospect of immediate conversion some 
of those honest fellows looked blank, remem- 
bering what would follow — the renunciation, 
namely, of all those practices in which they 
had been accustomed to find their only joy. 
Not one or two, mind you, because the 
Church of this Gospeller is a very strict 
Church indeed, and allows no indulgences at 
all. No more drink, neither beer nor rum. 
No more happy gatherings with pipe and 
pewter in snug back rooms. No more jovial 
evenings with grog and song and Polly of 
Poplar and Eosy of Katcliffe. Poor Polly and 
Eosy ! Whither would they go ? What would 
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they do ? No more fights ; no more dances ; 
no more anything. Oh ! my countrymen, 
what a blank was left ! Others again looked 
as if they were fit to sit upon the stool of re- 
pentance. And others, just as it used to be 
in the chapel, looked as if salvation belonged 
to the others and had nothing to do with 
themselves. The preacher stopped at last, 
with such a picture of the next world as 
made one poor lad burst into a blubber while 
another trembled and shook. Then he sang 
a hymn — his voice was strong as well as 
musical — and then he began to go round and 
to talk to each man in turn, of those who 
would listen. Most of them, however, broke 
away from the circle, which is always the 
way, and only what every preacher expects. 

He knelt beside the boy who wept and 
prayed for him. He knelt beside the boy 
who trembled and prayed for him. He knelt 
in the middle of the room and prayed aloud 
for all, and then, his service over, he stood 
and looked around him with anxious eyes, as 

x2 
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if he was still an unprofitable labourer and 
had neglected much. 

At this juncture Paul approached him. 

* I have a message for you,' he said. * Have 
you finished your prayers and preaching? ' 

*Who are you?' the sailor replied. 'If 
you come on what the world calls business 
you need not deliver that message. Do not 
speak to me about money — bestow the money 
where you please.' 

* You do not know me. It is no use telhng 
you my name. I come from your sister, not 
from your lawyer.' 

* I have no sister.' 

* Don't talk nonsense. You have a sister 
who is blind and helpless. She wants to see 
her brother.' 

* I have neither father nor mother, brother 
or sister, or wife. I belong to Christ alone. 
My hand is to the plough and I must not turn 
aside.' 

' Come to see your sister. You must. I 
know you. Sir Percival, though you do not 
know me.' 
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'I am no longer Sir Percival. Titles and 
honours are vain things. I am John Percy, 
able seaman. I am called to preach the 
gospel among the sailors.' 

*By all means. I do not ask you to 
abandon your vocation. I have just heard 
you preach. You have a very remarkable 
and persuasive power. You also believe in 
what you say. I should think that your 
efforts will be greatly successful. Some of 
your arguments are fresh, and your illustra- 
tions are apt.' 

'I want no man's praise and I heed no 
man's blame,' said the sailor, roughly. 

* Of course,' said Paul, ' there is nothing to 
praise. You have received the conviction of 
the truth of certain doctrines : you have the 
power of oratory: you have therefore a 
natural desire to persuade others : you have 
left your estate and the duties to which you 
were born for the sake of gratifying others : 
you have become a common sailor for their 
sake and have learned how to speak to them. 
There is nothing to praise in this. I did not 
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say there was. It is all quite common : any- 
body could do as much. It is nothing.' 

' Nothing at aU/ said the sailor, yet with a 
doubtful look. Could not anybody do as 
much? 

' It would be impossible to persuade you 
to give up your life. I suppose you know 
that it will probably end in your being cast 
away with some ill-found crazy craft.' 

' It will end as my Master pleases.' 

^ Therefore, I do not ask you to give up 
your work for a single day,' Paul continued. 
' I do not ask you to change your dress even. 
I ask nothing more than that you should pay a 
single visit, one — to your sister. It will make 
her profoundly uncomfortable, but she desires 
it.' 

* I cannot leave my people. I am ordered 
to preach to them day and night. I must be 
continually in the service of the Master. Oh ! ' 
he tossed his head impatiently, *I have no 
sister — ^I have no relations at all.' 

^Your Master does not order you to 
neglect your sister. It is not as if she was 
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like other girls. She is blind, and dependent 
on others. Come to see her once, if for an 
hour only. ' 

* Is my sister converted ? Has she been 
yet convicted of sin ? ' 

* I don't know,' said Paul, * I never asked 
her.' 

* And yourself — are you converted ? ' 
*No.' 

* What are you doing with her ? ' 

* I am on a visit to Lady Augusta.' 

^ Ah ! ' the sailor looked at him fixedly. 
' I remember now. It is a house filled with 
devils. They practise forbidden things : they 
conjure by means of tables and chairs. Are 
you one of those who delude and deceive 
them ? ' 

' I am not a Medium, if that is what you 
mean.' 

* There is no voice permitted from the 
Dead to the Living. There is no Eevelation 
except the one already made. Nothing can 
be added to what we know. After death we 
separate, each to his own place. Between the 
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world and Heaven on the one hand and Hell 
on the other is a great gulf fixed, so that 
those in Hell cannot hear the hymns of the 
saved, nor do those in Heaven hear the cries 
of the lost. It is vain and impious to inquire. 
Is my sister saved ? ' 

' I do not know.' 

' I will see her,' said £ir Fercival. . ' I may 
leave my work, provided that I cease not from 
the task of saving souls alive. Think not that 
my sister's soul is any more precious to me 
than any soul among those poor feUows. All 
are alike in the eyes of Him who made them. 
Yet I will see her, and if it is permitted, I 
will move her to repentance. We have 
■ talked enough. Tell her I wish to see her.' 

' "When will you see her ? ' 

' I do not know. "When I am commanded,' 
he replied, with the light of fanaticism in his 
eyes. ' I cannot promise.' 

' You might come, for instance, when she 
was not at home. It would be a pity to waste 
your time.' 

Sir Fercival seemed struck with this 
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objection. It did not seem to him that if he 
was commanded to go the order would not 
be issued for a time when Cicely was not at 
home. 

' Will you come when I send you word ? ' 
Paul asked. 'Not to-day or to-morrow, be- 
cause it is obvious that you are very much 
occupied with your labours. I wish they 
may meet with every success — but a little 
later.' 

' Send me word and I will come. Let me 
look at you. I know you now — I know you * 
— ^his eyes shot fire, and he recoiled as one 
starts back at the sight of a deadly snake; 
and then he assumed the attitude of one who 
is going for that snake to make an unpleasant 
minute for the creature. 

'I remember you, now. I remember 
where I saw you. Oh ! you are yourself one 
of those who go about to deceive. That 
house attracts everything that is of the Devil. 
You are an emissary of the Devil. The house 
has long been filled with devils invisible. 
Now it is a Devil incarnate in you. Is my 
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sister in your hands ? Then I must hasten to 
take her away from you. Liar and Deceiver ! 
-go!' 

Contrary to reasonable expectation, Paul 
did not fly at his throat. He staggered, 
hesitated, and then obeyed, leaving the place 
with no dignity at all. Outside, he felt mean. 
His early teaching suddenly and vividly 
brought back to his mind, made the words — 
whUe he was still under the impression of 
that memory — fall upon his soul like a lash 
laid across his shoulders. They were igno- 
minious and humiUating words ; he ought to 
have hurled them back again. He didn't, 
because he couldn't. Emissary of the Devil ! 
Liar and Deceiver ! Alas ! while the old 
chapel was still in his mind could he deny 
those words ? Alas ! again — in the old days 
when he attended that chapel, if any one had 
called him a Liar and a Deceiver, he would 
certainly have gone for that accuser with any 
weapon that he could catch up. 

He walked away, but the stiffening was 
but of his back ; he was limp : he had meekly 



SIR PERCIVAL 139 

borne a most deadly insult. And what did 
the man mean when he said that he remem- 
bered him? What did he remember? The 
day of final triumph was rapidly approach- 
ing and he could not aflford any awkward 
memories to come along. Paul not only felt 
mean and small ; he felt uneasy. 
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Paul called the first cab he passed, and 
hastened to get away as fast as possible from 
a place where this disgusting plainness of 
speech was possible. But he arrived at 
Beaumont Street with looks still perturbed 
and a soul still agitated. To be called a Liar 
and a Deceiver, and to have no words of 
reply — not even a kick or a cufi* — naturally 
causes a hurricane of rage and shame. 

'What is the matter, boy.^' asked his 
friend. 

* Nothing. Well — something — something 
incidental to the Profession, I suppose.' 

* Yes. As for example ' 

* The charge commonly made against 
those who deal with supernatural forces. 
And I had no reply.' 
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* No reply, Paul ? ' the old man looked up, 
sadly. * No reply ? And after all these 
years ? ' 

' None ready. Oh, I know what I ought 
to have said. I had no reply ready for my 
enemy, because I could think of none for 
myself.' 

' The old prejudices again, Paul ? Strange ! 
I thought they had been long since removed.' 

* Old prejudices never die. They seem to 
be dead, and then at a touch they awake 
again. I began listening to a sermon — I was 
thinking only of the present. What was it ? 
A touch, a word, and the years rolled back. 
I was in the old village chapel listening to 
the old preacher. I fell back into the old 
grooves — about sin and wrong and falsehood 
and truth, you know. Before I got back 
to the practical grooves, the man who was 
preaching turned upon me and used words 
concerning the Profession — they were like 
a stick upon my back. I could find no reply, 
and slunk away, like' a beaten man. That's 
all.' 
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' Why, Paul, I thought you were harder. 
Have all these years — seven years of appren- 
ticeship — done nothing for you? This it is 
to have an imagination as well as the mag- 
netic gift. I should have thought that you 
had the reply always ready in your own 
mind. As for myself, I have that reply al- 
ways ready, and it makes me perfectly easy. 
Why, let us confess it, my whole hfe has 
been spent in trading on men's credulity. 
My present competency has been acquired 
by the profession which, above all others, 
demands credulity. Your travels, your man- 
ners, your developed powers, are also the 
result of my success. You are my professional 
son. Without me and my success you would 
have had to return to the paternal store. 
Therefore, we ought both of us to be al- 
ways ready with our reply — first to the 
enemy and next to ourselves, in order to 
keep a calm conscience and to be able to 
entertain the same gratitude to Providence 
for our success which men of other profes- 
sions cultivate.' 



' Well ?,' said Paul, a smile lighting up 
his gloomy brow aa a ray of sunshine across 
a black and surging sea. 

' Paul,' continued the- Veteran, ' there is 
not among the whole tribe of mediums, 
clairvoyants, oracles and prophets, a single 
man who does not put the question to himself 
■ — what reply can I make to my own con- 
science ? Not a man but seeks for an answer 
which shall justify himself. We must find 
that answer in self-defence, because we know 
very well the things that are said of us. I 
know not what answer other practitioners 
find, but the answer which I have found 
for myself satisfies me completely, and it 
ought to satisfy you. I have lived and 
grown rich by trading on men's credulity. 
Let us admit so much. Men think I control 
the spirits. Por aught I know there are no 
any spirits to be controlled. Yet I keep uj 
the pretence. Am I then torn by remorst 
in my old age? Not a bit. And whyi 
Because, Paul, in every trade and in everj 
profession there must be deception. With' 
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out deception no trade, no profession, could 
be carried on. Does the shopkeeper sell 
what he pretends? Never; there is adul- 
teration everywhere: Things of no value are 
blended with things valuable ; the polished 
wood is veneer, the silver is plate, the sar- 
dines are sprats, the very rubies and emeralds 
are worthless stones polished up. Lies every- 
where. Does the merchant content himself 
with a fair profit? Not if he can get an 
unfair profit. Does he pay the producer 
what he ought? Never. He sweats him 
whenever he can. Into my trade, which 
is that of Prophet and Oracle, and a very 
difiicult trade it is, requiring the possession 
of the rarest faculties, which ought to be 
paid for at the highest rate, I brought a 
swift and keen intellect, kept polished and 
sharp by continual training and constant 
watching. I had to be learning and stor- 
ing away in my memory every kind of fact 
which bears upon the conduct of life. I had 
to learn all the various ways which men live. 
More than that, I had to learn the hearts 
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of women and what they most desire. Boy, 
until I taught you what I myself had learned, 
there was no anatomist who knew so much 
about the body as I knew about the soul, 
and I taught you, Paul. You are wise, but 
you are young.' 

*Yes — ^Daddy, yes — ' Paul took his 
hand with an almost feminine caress — 'I 
owe everything to you.' 

'I had to keep in training. For this 
purpose, I had to forego all the joys of life. 
For me there was no love, because love, more 
than anything else, destroys the powers which 
our work demands. He whose mind is filled 
with the thought of one woman cannot keep 
his power over all women. There was no 
feasting in joyful assemblies, where men 
forget their own thoughts and submit to the 
influence of a crowd. I had no holidays 
because I could never relax. But I had my 
reward. I could read the thoughts of those 
who came to see me ; and I could reveal the 
future as soon as they had told me the past. 

VOL. II, l< 
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You know, Paul — ^you know that there was 
no Prophet — no Oracle equal to myself.' 

* No ! You were alone/ 

' My intellect so far outstripped the 
sluggish brain of the multitude, that it 
seemed to them due to supernatural help. 
I accepted that explanation. I even ad- 
vanced it. If I had told the foolish people 
that there were no spirits except in their 
fancy, they would have deserted me. I had 
the gift of understanding things in a tenth 
part of the time that they required. I called 
it — or they called it — we both called it- 
Clairvoyance — ^Advice ol the spirits — any- 
thing. The people exaggerated my clever- 
ness, and I traded on their stupidity. I 
made use of their stupidity. In order to do 
this it was necessary to dress up and set off 
with all kinds of little devices and pretences 
— what actors call business — which I em- 
ployed mechanically, while my mind was 
acquiring and piecing together the real data 
of the problem. Why, even a shopkeeper 
sets off his wares to their best advantage, so 
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that a paste diamond, set with sham gold, 
looks in its plush case the most precious 
jewel.' 

' Go on,' said Paul, smiling. * I know it 
all by heart. But it is comfortable to hear it 
again.' 

* Between ourselves we do not deny the 
machinery, Paul. We need not. Our answer 
to those who charge us with cheatery and 
trickery is to get behind our machinery. 
Among ourselves our answer is that there is 
nothing done by us which is not done by 
every other profession. Can the physician 
stave off disease? Certainly not. Yet he 
pretends. Does he know how his drugs act ? 
No, but he pretends. Does he even know 
what is the disease which is killing his 
patient "i No ; he gives it a name and classi- 
fies it according to its symptoms. But he 
does not know it. Yet he pretends. Does 
the physicist understand that nature whose 
laws he is always discovering? Not a bit. 
He finds a law ; he discovers a force. What 
then? We are no farther advanced. Who 

1.2 
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made the law ? Who directs the force ? He 
does not know. But he pretends. Is the 
lawyer more competent than yourself to 
manage your affau's ? Not a bit. But he 
pretends. And to keep himself employed he 
makes business as complicated as he can. 
Does the clergyman know any more about 
the next world than we ourselves know? 
Not a bit. But he pretends. In order to 
keep himself going he pretends to super- 
natural powers. If he were not to pretend, 
his congregation would leave him. Is the 
writer of the political articles in the papers 
any better informed than his neighbours? 
Not a bit. But he pretends. The world is 
carried on by the men of the professions, and 
the men of the professions live — they all live 
— upon the credulity of the people.' 
' Yes,' said Paul. ' It is quite true.' 
' The best of it is that we all know it, but 
we do not whisper it even among ourselves. 
The whole of education is meant to fit a 
clever man with the best means for dis- 
covering and trading upon the credulity of 
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mankind. You and I, my dear boy, and our 
tribe, are only like the clergyman, the doctor, 
and the lawyer. We all have our pretences 
and our shams; on the other hand we all 
have our natural gifts and the skill which 
comes from training. You, with your machi- 
nery of th« Hidden and Ancient Way, conceal 
or set off a power which is real, though not 
so great as they believe. Is that a sufficient 
reply, Paul, to this old prejudice ? ' 
Paul sighed. 

* It is sufficient, I suppose. Let it pass, 
Daddy. I was a fool to be vexed with the 
words of a fanatic. Let us talk of other 
things. The time is running short. Only a 
few days now before the grand cowp' 

* You will carry your grand cowp^ Paul. 
In fact, it cannot fail/ 

* And after ? ' 

* Yes, Paul — after ; what will follow ? ' 

' I am divided. I do not see my way so 
clearly as I ought. I cannot decide. It 
seems as if I have somehow lost nerve, of 
late.' 
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' At this point, Paul, the path becomes 
extremely perilous. You propose to burn 
your boats. It will be impossible for you to 
go back upon your steps. You can never, 
once having achieved results so magnificent 
and unheard of, become the adviser and the 
oracle. The fame of this achievement will 
spread far and wide. Too much will be ex- 
pected. Already the papers are beginning to 
speak of the Indian paper mystery. There 
is a note on it in yesterday's "PaU Mall 
Gazette," and another in " St. James's 
Gazette." They are nasty ones, but that 
you might expect. One of them demands 
a repetition — says that if the thing could be 
done once it could be done again ; the other 
asks for an authorised and attested account of 
what was really done. Nothing could adver- 
tise you better, and if I knew the London 
journahsts as I used to know those of New 
York, I would keep the ball roUing with para- 
graph after paragraph. The time is coming, 
if you are to reap any soUd advantage out of 
these miracles, when the Press should take up 



SLUDGE 151 

the tiling seriously. Paul, the more I think 
of it the more persuaded I am that the Press 
exists entirely for the advancement of the ad- 
venturer. First he begins to be noticed in a 
short paragraph and in an obscure corner of 
the paper — a good many never get beyond 
that corner ; if he is a good man he is able 
to push the advantage : next he advances to 
the stage of being reported whenever he 
makes a public appearance ; thirdly, not only 
do his utterances get printed, but his journeys 
and wanderings are published ; he has be- 
come a Man of the Age. Moral, Paul : You 
have excited the public curiosity ; keep it 
up.' 

^ You are always wise, Daddy,' said Paul. 

' Will you tell me, now, how you did the 
Indian Paper Mystery ? ' 

'My Friends — ' he began, but burst out 
laughing. 'Daddy — it was too simple. I 
almost feared that they would find it out on 
the spot. Even Tom, who came on purpose 
to detect me, was caught with the rest. Some 
day I will tell you all about it.' 
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'Very well. I will wait. Remember, 
Paul, you cannot be always working such 
miracles as the appearance of this day's paper 
brought from Delhi.' 

' That is quite true,' aaid Paul. ' And it 
is the chief danger of the situation.' 

' People always expect more miracles and 
fresh miracles. They will want you to heal 
the sick ' 

' I have done it. The servants bring all 
their friends who have got toothache or head- 
ache. I heal them by imposition of hands. 

I can go on doing that — unless ' He 

stopped short. 

' To get them messages from the other 
)rld.' 

' That is always easy.' 

'To advise them as to their conduct in 
BScult junctures.' 

' That is also easy. You have taught me 
iw to do that.' 

' To bring them to-day's " New York 
arald " ' 

' Yes,' said Paul, rubbing his chin. ' The 
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Indian experiment cannot very well 



' You are going to save a family from the 
loss of a great sum of money. They will 
want you to save everybody from getting into 
trouble.' 

'Ye — yes. Perhaps that will be only 
part of the advice or oracle business.' 

' No ; because you can never put the 
blame on the spirits. Your Priends must be 
infallible. Paul, I see only two ways out 
of it.' 

' Namely ? ' 

' The first is to imitate your predecessor, 
the illustrious Cagliostro, and get as much 
money out of your disciples as you can. 
Form a new Preemasonry as he did.' 

' The other way, Daddy ? ' 

' The other way would be to get your 
College established under a magnificent name, 
and become the Director. Then you c< 
declare the Age of Miracles was finally clo 
and so prevent anybody else from step] 
into your shoes. You are clever, P 
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There is nobody, that I ever heard of, who 
possessed your gifts of quickness, thought 
reading, and magnetic powers. You must 
own that I cultivated them/ 

' You did, Daddy, you did.' 

' Yet a quicker man than you may any 
day come across the Ocean. Do not nourish 
illusions.' 

*I will not. My powers may fail; there 
may be a better man coming along. Yet I 
see a third way.' 

' What is that ? ' 

' It is that which I indicated a month ago. 
At the very height of greatness, and in the 
very glow and first excitement of the crowning 
miracles — to disappear.' 

' How will you live afterwards ? Whither 
will you go ? K to New York, your fame will 
follow you. Paul, be reasonable. Make hay 
while the sun shines. Make money while the 
disciples are flocking in. Use your musical 
voice and your dark eyes, my dear boy, for 
practical purposes. All the women will fall 
in love with you. Let them, if they wish, 
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bring offerings, but keep your own heart cold 
if you wish to retain your powers. Mark 
that, Paul. A man of your temperament, if 
he dares to fall in love, wUl plunge head over 
ears and will be ruined hopelessly, Paul. I 
looked for such great things from you. I 
thought that after your European tour, and 
after learning all the newest jargon from 
the newest pretenders, you would go back to 
America the pride of the profession. Do not 
disappoint me, Paul. I did pretty well for 
many years. You know how large a circle 
of believers I had. They would do nothing 
without consulting me. You remember? I 
was the most respectable of practitioners in 
the city. But what was I compared with 
what you might be with youth and all your 
gifts .P Paul — be persuaded. You may be, 
if you play the cards rightly, the King of the 
Profession.' 

Paul hesitated. 

' The whole charm of the thing,' he said, 
' Hes in going off suddenly. To disappear ; to 
be no more heard of; to be a dream in the 
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memory of those who have believed ; to be 
written about as one who appeared, wrought 
great marvels, spoke of strange powers, and 
then — vanished. Think of that ! A figure in 
History for writers to discuss and to wrangle 
over. The mysterious Herr Paulus — ^whence 
came he ? Is he a myth ? ' 

* Yes, it is a grand conception : it is 
worthy of you, Paul. But be practical. Oh ! 
my dear boy, don't give your career away for 
a dream. It's like killing yourself just at the 
moment when you are certain to have a 
grand funeral and a beautiful send-off notice 
in all the papers. It is grand — ^but don't do 
it, Paul.' 

* I will consider,' said Paul. 

* When is the next miracle coming off ? ' 

* On the 23rd — in four days. Nearly every- 
thing is ready. It wiU be a truly touching 
day. Even Sibyl will be reconciled to me, 
and Tom will be disarmed. I wish you 
would put in an appearance, my dear Daddy, 
for one night only, as Izdk Ibn Menelek.' 

' Could that be managed, Paul ? I am so 
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lame with this confounded rheumatism, that I 
am afraid — no — no — ^it can't be. The idea 
must be abandoned.' 

' And on the day after — ^while their hearts 
are all aglow — to vanish ! It will be magni- 
ficent! But, Daddy, that man to-day. His 
voice brought back the old chapel and the 
old simphcity, and the old thoughts. A pre- 
judice — a survival — think no more about it.' 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

ON ADVANTAGEOUS TERMS. 

While they talked there was heard a single 
knpck — the single knock of a humble person 
at the door. One knock for the humble person, 
two for the postman, three for the person of 
social pretensions. Eeader, let us be thankful 
that we can use the triple knock. The old 
housekeeper presently reported that a man 
wished to speak with the Professor on busi- 
ness. Party of the name of Medlock, they 
heard the caller explain. 

* Here is the man Medlock, Paul,' the old 
man whispered. * I will talk with him alone. 
Best for him not to know that you are in 
England. Go into the back room and keep 
the door open. If I call, you can come in. 
If not you can hsten.' 

The caller was a man of fifty springs or 
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thereabouts. He left his hat and great coat 
in the hall, and appeared dressed in black 
with an open frock coat, a waistcoat with a 
rolling collar, and a broad expanse of shirt, 
clean and spotless. But his clothes were ill- 
fifting and gave him the appearance of a very 
humble Baptist Minister, one of those who 
have taken the first step only from the 
counter to the pulpit in the little country 
town. He was clean shaven, thin and pale. 
His hair was grey, he was slight of figure, 
somewhat shorter than the average, and pre- 
sented generally the air of complete insignifi- 
cance. Nobody is really insignificant, because 
anybody can light a lucifer match and burn 
down a Palace. But some men look insignifi- 
cant, especially men who are short and spare 
and have small features. 

* I do not remember you, Mr. Medlock, 
but you have written to me.' 

' No, sir, you do not. Naturally, because 
you have never seen me before. I have 
admired you, sir, from the crowd. I am re- 
spectable, but I hail from the crowd.' There 
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was a perceptible American twang in his talk, 
but not fully developed. It had been ac- 
quired late in life, and it was grafted on that 
branch of the Essex dialect which we call 
Cockney. 

' You wrote to me about my late pupil. 
Before we speak of that matter tell me who 
you are and what credentials you possess. 
What you ask, Mr. Medlock, is perhaps a 
bigger thing than you suspect.' 

'I will tell you, sir, if you will grant me 
five minutes of your time. I will show you 
my credentials and I will tell you why I wrote 
to you.' 

' Then take a chair and proceed.' 

* My name, sir, is Medlock — ^widely known 
as Haynes Medlock in the profession, just as 
they say Henry Irving and not Irving, or 
Charles Dickens and not Dickens.' 

' In what profession ? Are you an actor ? ' 

* No, sir. Not an actor. I have been en- 
gaged — largely in fact, extensively, engaged 
— ^in the show business for many years — for 
eighteen yeai's, in fact,' 
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* In the show business. Did you make 
money in that business ? ' 

* I did not, sir. There is money in it, as 
nobody knows better than myself. But the 
money goes to the Boss, not to the men who 
run the show for the Boss. IVe helped to run 
a good many shows, but it seldom amounted 
to more than grub and plank, and as for 
hours — a tram conductor is not in it.* 

* Well, sir ! ' 

'Well, sir. I am coming to the point 
gradually. First, I want you to understand 
that I am a man of experience. Haynes 
Medlock is a well-known man in the States, 
though as yet he has never run a show ^n his 
own account. IVe been most things that a 
man can be connected with shows. I know 
the whole business, from taking the money at 
the doors, which any one can do, to preparing 
the posters and writing the newspaper para- 
graphs, which wants genius. I have also 
been travelling lecturer. I have described a 
diorama between the music ; I have lectured 
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on lime-light views while the operator showed 
them ; I have introduced to the audience the 
young lady without arms who played the harp 
with her toes ; I have made talk on the stage 
while the conjuror managed his tricks; I've 
travelled with a giant and a dwarf, and 
lectured on them in their presence; I have 
gone around with a Camera Obscura. I 
have been assistant to a craniologist. There is 
nothing, I beheve, in the nature of a show 
that I haven't done, short of playing the cor- 
net — ^not that I would be too proud to play 
the comet, only I don't know how.' 

' Proceed, sir.' 

'Well, sir. I have acquired so much 

knowledge of the business I may truly 

say that in posters I yield to none, and my 
advertisements are allowed to be works of 
genius of a high order — that it occurred to me 
that I might rise to be a Boss myself, and run 
a show of my own/ 

' How long, did you say, have you worked 
in this line ? ' 

' Eighteen years.' 
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* And a paid help all the time. Are you 
an American born ? ' 

' No, sir ; I am an Englishman/ 

* K you had been an American you would 
have made yourself Boss a dozen years ago 
and more. Go on.' 

* The kind of show I thought of was a 
superior spiritualist show. I would have 
everything in it, sir. The old-fashioned 
medium, though this is a little out of date, ad 
one may say, always draws if the thing is 
carefully worked. I would have the raps 
and messages and all that, not forgetting the 
heavenly music. I play myself, very sweetly, 
on the concertina, so that the heavenly music 
may be safely advertised. I can also use the 
camera, so that spirit-photographs will always 
appear upon the posters. As for drawing on 
the ceihng, I have practised with the lazy 
tongs, and as for floating in the air, I've done 
it on the stage with the conjuror. Thought 
reading, of course, I understand, and finding 
things hidden away.' 

* Pray go on.' 

h2 



i64 HERR PAULUS 

^ I would also include palmistry, which I 
am told is now fashionable in this country. 
And reading characters from handwriting. 
This rakes in the money. Craniology — they 
always like that if the patter is well done.' 

' You might add astrology and astronomy 
and alchemy while you are about it, to make 
the show complete/ 

'Thank you, sir, I will make a note of 
your suggestion. Anything from you ' 

* And now, sir, pray, what do you pro* 
pose ? ' 

* To run your pupil, sir, on advantageous 
terms, sir. I know what is due to that 
young gentleman. First, sir, allow me to 
continue. I had a wife in the old days before 
I went to the States. She became a medium 
and frightened me. I confess, sir, that she 
frightened me out of the house with her 
spirits. Fairly drove me out. I was a fool 
to go, because she afterwards became a great 
medium, and I could have run her, on advan- 
tageous terms, of course; whereas she has 
only fooled herself away, and is now, I hear. 
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in reduced circumstances. I ought to have 
known there was money in it. But I did not, 
and I ran away. Well, when first I thought 
of this, then of course I naturally remembered 
my wife.' 

* Naturally.' 

' And I came straight home to look for her. 
I thought she would be just the medium that 
I wanted.' 

*Well — and you have seen her and she 
won't go away with you.' 

* No, sir, I wasn't fool enough to speak to 
her before making inquiries. I have seen her 
but she hasn't seen me. She's lost all her 
business and all her powers, as far as I can 
learn. Nobody goes to her and she's poor, 
and she's old, and, which is worse, she looks 
poor. Lavinia never was much in the way 
of looks, but when she was young she had 
her points. My show wants beauty and youth 
— at all events, youth. If I had youth and 
beauty I could do anything. Well. I was 
obliged to give up the idea. Then I heard 
that you were in London, and I remembered 
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hearing of your pupil, and I thought, sir, con- 
sidering that he will probably be wanting a 
run through the States, and that he must 
have an agent, why should he not have me ? 
Stop a moment, sir. Don't say no all at once. 
Consider. I know all the dodges — every one. 
I do indeed. I am up to everything within 
the show and out of it. Not that I actually 
do the things myself — but I am a skilled 
assistant to those who do— a confederate who 
can be trusted — a bonnet, if I may so speak, 
of fideUty and zeal. As such, sir, I should be 
invaluable. And as for terms, they would be 
advantageous. Highly advantageous.' 

' What, sir ! ' The Professor sat upright 
in his chair, and bent upon this unhappy man 
eyebrows so white and bushy, and shook in 
his face a crutch so thick and threatening that 
he trembled and gasped. * What, sir ! You 
dare to ask me to engage you in the capacity 
of a successful confederate and a cheat ? You 
dare to insult me by assuming that my life, 
my blameless and honourable career, has been 
stained by trickery ? You dare, sir, I ask, to 
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come here and do this ? Go, sir, go. Eemove 
yourself from my presence. K I were 
younger, if I had the use of my limbs, you 
would go through the window, not for the 
insult you offer to me, but for that you have 
offered to the Sacred Cause of Spiritualism.' 

An archbishop accused of cheating at 
euchre could not have exhibited a loftier in- 
dignation. The good old man fell back in his 
chair exhausted, but glaring with wrath and 
indignant virtue. 

* I beg your pardon, sir. I 1 ' 

* It is such men as yourself, with your ac- 
cordions and your speaking tubes and your 
lazy tongs, by which you imitate the pheno- 
mena of manifestations, who bring discredit 
on our sacred calling.' 

* Sir ! Professor I I beg your pardon. I 
do indeed. I didn't mean any insult. I won't 
say another word about the conjuring tricks. 
But if I could get an appointment I should 
give every satisfaction. I've excellent manners 
and a winning way'— he smiled engagingly, 
to show how winning that way was. * In the 
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outer office, to receive visitors and to prepare 
their minds and raise their curiosity, I should 
be invaluable. Forgive me, sir. If you won't 
help me, sir, I must go back to my wife — ^to 
Lavinia.' He shuddered. *To Lavinia, in 
order to borrow money to get back to the 
States, where I am honourably known.' 

* Your name is Medlock, you say. Is your 
wife Lavinia Medlock ? ' 

* Yes, sir, Lavinia Medlock.' 

' She was formerly a Medium of some note. 
You do not wish to go back to her. You 
would be only a burden to her. You had a 
daughter, I think. Yes, yes. For your wife's 
sake, only for her sake, mind — ^I might, help 
you—yes,'— the Professor gazed steadfastly at 
the man as if he was reading him through 
and. through — * What is your present address? ' 

^ I have a bedroom in Hunter Street, 
Bloomsbury.' 

* What were you formerly .^ ' 

'I was a clerk, sir, on a hundred and 
twenty pounds a year — and we let lodgings—. 
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but Lavinia filled the house with ghosts to 
such a degree ' 

' Yes — and you've been all the time in the 
States going about with shows. Well — ^you 
are not going to be my pupil's agent, but I 
may help you if you show me that you are 
worth help. Can you stay on at Hunter 
Street for another week ? ' 

' As long as you like, sir, if it will lead to 
anything/ 

* You are not to go near your wife at pre- 
sent. You are not to write to her or to let 
her know that you have returned.' 

* I don't want to.' 

*Very good — ^here is a sovereign. You 
will have a letter from me, perhaps, in a day 
or two. Take care to obey it. Now you can 

go.' 

The man retired, and Paul came forth from 

the bedroom where he had overheard the 

conversation. 

'Well, Paul, how does this coincidence 

help you ? Coincidences are always happen- 
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ing, always. What brought that man here ? 
Why, he is the father of that girl, Paul.' 

*Tes. He is Hetty's father. What will 
Hetty think of him? He is not exactly a 
father to be proud of, is he ? ' 

* To restore to that girl her long-lost father 
would be, methinks, a miracle of the more 
wonderful, Paul. Pity he isn't rich — as he 
would be in a novel.' 

'He seems a most detestable httle snob. 
But still — it would please Hetty. I will do it, 
Daddy; I will do it. Hetty's father and 
Cicely's brother. Both in one day ! Both in 
one day ! ' 
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CHAPTER XV. 
tom's discovery. 

Only one day before the 23rd. And not a 
word or a sign from the mysterious three who 
held those cheques. Paul, however, preserved 
an unabated cheerfulness. On this morning 
— the 22nd — ^when the party broke up after 
breakfast, Tom and Sibyl, obedient to a sign 
from the former, lingered behind. 

*I told you, Dodo,' he said, as soon as 
they were alone, Hhat I should track him 
out.' 

' Well, Tom, and have you ? And it is not 
too late ? ' 

* Come up to my workshop. No one will 
look for you there ; and Pve got lots of things 
to tell you.' 

' Now, Dodo,' he said, having gained the 
security and loneliness of that retreat, * I have 
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really done it — I have found him out. And 
I am ready to spring the whole thing upon 
him.' 

* Does he know or suspect anything ? ' 

* Not a word.' 

'Oh!' Sibyl smiled sweetly, as a woman 
can smile who sees her enemy humbled. 
*And he is after all, as I have always sus- 
pected, a mere impostor and swindler. Well, 
it is only one more. He will be followed by 
another, I dare say quite as bad.' 

'Not quite, Dodo, dear. Your feminine 
way of putting things is perhaps too down- 
right. Women love a clear outline.* 

* We love truth.' 

'Unfortunately,' said the Physicist, 'no- 
thing in nature has a clear outhne. Well, my 
child, I am not prepared to call bad names. 
A swindler or an impostor is generally a 
person who obtains money under false pre- 
tences. I have no evidence at all, as yet, that 
our friend Paul has obtained money under 
false pretences. He may, for aught I know, 
propose to stick to all those very considerable 
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feums now lying in the bank to the account of 
the illustrious Izdk Ibn Menelek, descendant 
of King Solomon and Queen Sheba ; Eeuben 
P. Zeigler, of Philadelphia ; and Surabjee Kam- 
sitjee, of Bombay. I say that he may, but I 
do not beheve that he does. If he does he 
will find himself in Queer Street, with a clear 
prospect of a healthy life under lonely condi- 
tions for a longish term of years. I say, 
Dodo, that if he does he will be astonished. 
Because I am ready to demonstrate in open 
court the method by which that money was 
extracted from your father.' 

Sibyl sighed. * Oh I I knew all along that 
he must have taken it.' 

'He hasn't stolen it, Dodo, That is to 
say — not as yet. But he was the means by 
which the shares were sold — of that I am 
certain. Kemember, please, that had it not 
been for the sale of those shares everything 
would have been lost.' 

* Everything is lost, Tom,* said Sibyl, with 
assurance. 

* First of all, I told you that Lavinia put 
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me on the scent. An old gentleman who had 
been in the service of the Company, and had 
all his money invested there, came to her 
alarmed by a whisper from the office. She 
could get no counsel and asked Paul's advice. 
Paul understood the situation and saved the 
man's money. More than that, he saved 
ours ' 

* So you say.' 

* It was not, you observe, his " Friends " 
who warned him, nor was it at the instigation 
of his "Friends " that he acted. It was by an 
accident : he was consulted. I have seen the 
man whom he advised. He tells everybody 
how he asked the spirits and how, Lavinia's 
spirits being unequal to the task, he sent his 
case to Herr Paulus, who ordered him to sell 
instantly. Without his advice he would have 
gone to the workhouse. Without his action 
a like fate would have befallen us, sweet 
Dodo. If not quite the workhouse, our union 
would have been put off indefinitely.' 

*It is put off indefinitely as it is,' said 
Sibyl. * Only yesterday my father called me 
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into his study, and after reminding me of the 
Vocation to which he had destined me from 
the cradle, told me that the time was now 
come whem I must put my life seriously 
under the instruction of our Prophet.' 

* And you replied ? ' 

^ I told him that my Vocation was quite in 
the opposite direction — and then — ^we had a 
scene. How can I change his resolution ? ' 

* I shall try what I can do, presently,' said 
Tom. * Meantime, we can at any time make 
it impossible for that resolution to be carried 
into effect.' 

Sibyl shook her head. 

* No, Tom ; not without his consent. But 
go on about Paul.' 

*I was greatly pleased at this Httle dis- 
covery, and I began to think. I kept on 
thinking and watching. One morning when 
he went out, I followed him. It was not 
difficult, for he never looked round, and I 
kept on one side of the street while he walked 
on the other. When he came to St. Pancras 
Church, the great new church, he left the 
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Marylebone Boad and walked across the 
churchyard into the Marylebone High Street. 
He crossed the street and walked along a row 
of small houses which they call Beaumont 
Street, and at one of these he stopped, and 
opened the door with a latch-key, and walked 
in as if the place belonged to him. So, you 
see, our man, who came straight from St. 
Petersburg, and who, we thought, knew no 
one at all in England, had a friend living in 
Beaumont Street, Marylebone.' 

* It shows that he told us lies, but it does 
not show anything else, Tom, does it ? ' 

* Pirst, my dearest Dodo, to use the words 
of the Quaker, thou utterest an untruth, and 
then thou askest a question. As he never 
said that he had no friends here it does not 
show that he told lies. When I came to find 
out the name of his friend it seemed to prove 
a great deal. For his friend is no other than 
the great Professor Melchers himself, of New 
York.' 

* I never heard of him.* 

* Nor had I until I was told about him. 
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Professor Melchers, until his health broke 
down, was the greatest oracle in New York. 
Hundreds of our fellow-creatures, presumed 
to be sane, would take no decisive step, how- 
ever trivial, without consulting the Professor, 
whose advice was followed bUndly. There 
are heaps of stories told of his insight, and 
the wonderful results obtained by those who 
bought his opinion. Of course he was con- 
nected with the Other World, presumably 
with the Spirits of Dick Whittington, Jacques 
Cceur, Sir Thomas Gresham, Messrs. Astor, 
Vanderbilt, Stewart, and all the goodly 
company of those who have made money and 
no doubt still keep up their interest in the 
process. Well, Sibyl, here comes in the in- 
teresting part. The Professor grew old : the 
Professor took a pupil : the Professor retired 
from business and went away on his travels : 
his pupil went with him. The pupil's name 
was Signer Paolo. Now do you begin to under- 
stand? None of the old business with raps 
and Emanuel Chicks and Lavinia Medlocks; 
nothing of the kind — a fine old established 
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City Oracle ; a place of inquiry for those who 
deal in stocks and shares ; magic and mystery 
brought to bear on finance ; the Spirits made 
useful ; communications with the other world 
restricted to matters of business. No wonder 
the Professor did well and made a little pile.' 
' Is this important ? ' 

* Very important indeed.' 

* What next ? ' 

' Come on the roof with me.' 

There was a trap door in one corner 
and a short ladder, which Tom raised, and, 
mounting it, opened the door. Sibyl followed. 
Outside there was a tolerably broad area, 
bounded by a low parapet. 

' Look over the parapet. Dodo. You can 
see into your father's study.' 

The study, as has been related, was built 
out from the house. Tom's room was at the 
end of the house, and from the roof anybody 
standing near the end could look straight into 
the large side window of the study, and could 
see what was being done over that part of it 
covered by the table and the chair and the 
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hearthrug — ^in other words, over the habitable 
portion of the study. 

'I have improved upon this side view,' 
said Tom, ' by a little arrangement of glasses 
and things. Step in here. Dodo.' 

He had erected on the leads a small low 
chamber, not much higher than the parapet, 
with coarse tarpauhn sides. He pushed the 
tarpauHn apart and Sibyl entered. Within 
there was a round table painted white. Tom 
came after her and closed the hangings behind 
him. Then it was quite dark. 

*Tom, what is the meaning of it.^' she 

* 

asked. 

Tom did something— turned a handle per- 
haps — and instantly on the table there showed 
a picture bright, clear, and in the natural 
colours. It was the picture of the study. 
Sibyl saw the hearthrug, the fireplace, the 
great table, with the books and papers upon 
it, the wooden chair, and the long low chair 
beside the fire. It was a beautiful picture, 
much better than a photograph, on account 
of the colours. Presently out of the external 

n2 
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blackness Sibyl saw her father glide into the 
picture and sit down at the table. Then he 
took a pen and began to make calculations, 

' We are unlucky this morning,' said Tom. 
'I could have shown you how he goes off 
every day to Abyssinia. I could have shown 
you how Paul exercises that power of his by 
which he made Cicely and Hetty see what he 
pleased. You would have seen your father, 
apparently dead, suddenly sit up — turn 
round his chair and write at Paul's orders. 
Then you would have seen Paul fold up the 
letters and put them in his own pocket, take 
the keys and examine the safe, read your 
father's correspondence, look in his drawers ; 
even search his pockets.' 

* Let me out, Tom,' cried Sibyl. * I cannot 
watch my father. Oh ! it is horrible that a 
man should have such power.' 

* It is strange. But there is no doubt of 
it. After a time you would have seen him 
awaken his patient. In these trances. Dodo, 
he has made your father carry on the business 
about the shares ' 
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'But, Tom, this is awfully, terribly 
dangerous. This is far worse than I feared.' 

^ It is very dangerous ; nothing could be 
more dangerous. A man possessed of this 
power could strip a man of everything, if he 
chose. Because, you see, your father does 
not know that this man has this power over 
him. All he can say is that he does not know 
why he wrote certain letters and signed 
certain cheques — ^he cannot remember. If a 
man cannot remember the performance of 
these most important acts, he had better go 
and be locked up at once. Now, you see, 
I am ready as an eyewitness. I have seen 
things done which prove to me, as clearly as 
anything can be proved, how the business was 
effected. Paul is a mighty clever young man, 
but I have been one too many for him. I 
warned him that I should watch him.' 

*What — ^what are you going to do with 
the knowledge, Tom ? ' 

' I am going to denounce him, of course. 
I shall take the opportunity to-morrow, while 
all the world is admiring the wonderful way 
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in which our fortunes have been saved, lost 
and restored to us, of explaining the process/ 

* You do not know that he will give back 
the money. ' 

* I am certain he will. I have my own 
theory of his purpose — and it is not robbery.* 

' And about the Indian paper, Tom ? ' 
*I do not understand the Indian Paper 
Trick. But then there are many tricks which 
I do not understand. For instance the Great 
Mango Trick. That is a capital trick, which 
has, so far, defied discovery. So with the 
Indian Paper Trick.' 

*I am glad he has been detected,' said 
Sibyl. 'I shall rejoice to see him exposed. 
But will my father ever believe in your 
explanation? Will he give up his new 
gospel ? ' 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

I GIVE CONSENT. 

It was a pity that Sibyl did not remain five 
minutes longer in the Camera Obscura, be- 
cause she would have been rewarded by the 
sight of Paul with her father. He entered 
the study, in fact, just as she left that in- 
genious machine upon the roof. 

Mr. Brudenel was horribly nervous. The 
calculations he had been making considered 
the possible loss of all the money, and were 
therefore perhaps a measure of his faith. 

'Paul!' he cried. 'Oh, how glad I am 
you are come. Bring me some comfort, my 
dear friend. Have you no message for me ? 
None at all ? Consider.' 

'None. Have you no Faith?' Paul 
pointed sternly to the calculations. 
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' I have perfect Faith, Paul, perfect.' Yet 
his anxious eyes might make one incredulous 
as to the perfection. 'I am assured as to 
their good intentions. My only fear is that, 
considering the insignificance of the business 
and the worthlessness of money — ^mere money 
— and their natural indifference whether we 
get it or not — — ' 

'Yes,' Paul replied, gravely. 'There is 
that danger. But on the other hand, remem- 
ber that the money stands in the name of 
Three. They have been transported from 
Bombay, from Abyssinia, and from America 
on purpose to receive this money and place 
it in the Bank after the modern fashion. The 
venerable Izdk, I suppose, never had any 
money before in the whole of his long life. 
I think that the mere fact of his receiving 
it will remind him that it is not an indifferent 
matter to you — not because you, personally, 
value money ' 

' I do not, Paul. You — that is, your 
Friends' — have taught me better things.' 
Nothing could be more humble than Mr. 
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Brudenel's attitude of mind, or even of body. 
The very humility belied his words. His 
forehead was lined with care and his eyes 
were haggard. If he had been thinking all 
day and all night about ,the money, he could 
not have looked more anxious nor would he 
have valued it more. 

' You do not care about the money,' Paul 
repeated. ' But your honour is engaged.' 

^ Yes, yes. My honour is engaged ; and 
all the poor children's money — all. And 
the Company — my Company bankrupt. My 
honour is engaged. If they do not get back 
their money I have resolved to sell my house 
and all that it contains. Lady Augusta has 
enough for us to live upon in humble style ; 
and as for the land, it would be a thousand 
pities to sell it now. I will give the rent to 
the children in my lifetime, and divide it 
among them at my death. I acted for the 
best ; but if I have lost their money I must 
pay it back. If I could only remember why 
I sold the shares, and why I signed those 
cheques ' 
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'You forget every day what has passed 
between you and Izdk Ibn Menelek. You 
have forgotten daily for two months. And 
yet you wonder why you have forgotten this 
single circumstance. Lay it all — ^forgetful- 
ness and everything— at the door of Izdk, and 
have Faith.' 

Mr. Brudenel sighed heavily. By con- 
stantly repeating that he had Faith, he had 
come to believe himself; yet, as has been 
already stated, he trembled and tossed at 
night, and he fidgeted by day, just for all the 
world as if he had none. Yet he had an 
example in his household. Lady Augusta 
and Cicely, and with them Hetty, had per- 
fect Faith, and looked for the day with joy- 
ful confidence. There would be, they were 
persuaded, another manifestation, and the 
Exhibition of such power as had never yet 
been vouchsafed to the imperfect West. 

But behold I Strange and unexpected 
are the ways of Sages. 

While they thus talked together, these 
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two, the message, so eagerly desired, came 
to Paul. 

He suddenly stood up as if listening, with 
respect and awe upon his face. 

' He has spoken,' he said to Mr. Brudenel. 

' What does he say ? ' 

'There are conditions. On certain con- 
ditions — nay — one condition only, their in- 
heritance will be saved for the children.' 

' What is the condition ? ' 

'You have always desired that your 
daughter should remain single, devoted to 
the advance of true Spiritualism, which you 
have now learned to call the Ancient Way.' 

' That is true. You have yourself taught 
me that in the highest degrees there is no 
marriage. I have desired for Sibyl the con- 
dition of the greatest happiness, in which the 
mind is distracted by no passion and suffers 
from no anxiety.' 

'You have. But you forget one thing. 
One human being cannot thus dispose of 
another without her consent.' 
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* There is nothing which Sibyl will not 
do to please me.' 

* Doubtless she will obey, but not in the 
spirit. What is the good of being a celibate 
if the heart is always yearning after the lower, 
but the common lot. What do you think of 
the man who cuts the tonsure and takes the 
vows, yet all his life dreams of the outer 
world and the joys he has missed ? ' 

* But Sibyl has no desire to change. She 
is happy at the prospect before her. ' 

*She would be, .perhaps, but for one 
reason. You have forgotten that Sibyl's nature 
is antipathetic to all your pursuits and aims. 
Such a man as myself has no power over her. 
Cicely believes, and is rewarded by visions, 
such as were never before vouchsafed to a 
blind girl. Hetty believes and is rewarded ' 
— he blushed, remembering — *in other ways. 
Lady Augusta believes. But Sibyl cannot 
believe.' 

* She will believe when she learns more.' 
*She will never believe. You yourself 

have been able to distinguish between the 
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tricks of the charlatans who surround the 
Mystery and the Mystery itself. Men like 
Chick, women like Lavinia Medlock^ who 
have some humble share of power, and 
supplement their deficiencies by tricks and 
shams, have disgusted your daughter. My 
dear sir, if she will not believe me, whom will 
she believe?' Paul raised his eyes, full of 
candour and pure sincerity, free from any 
boastfulness, though with any other man the 
words would have sounded boastful. ^ Whom 
will she ever believe ? ' he repeated. 

* She miLst believe.. The things you have 
done — — ' 

^She will never believe, I assure you. 
Eesign yourself to that fact. I have no 
power over her. She is personally anti- 
pathetic. She is actively hostile: I have 
endeavoured, but in vain, to soften her. She 
belongs to that large part of humanity to 
whom this world's phenomena are everything. 
She is a materialist by birth. Give her up. 
Nay, you must, since Izdk Ibn Menelek com- 
mands it.' 
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' If I give her up- 



*You will give her to the keeping of 
another. You will never more be troubled 
by anxiety on account of her infidelity.' 

^ Give her to another. To whom ? ' 

* You will give her — to Tom Langston,' 
' Sibyl ! To Tom Langston ! ' 

* They command it.' 

' But Tom is an infidel of the deepest dye. 
He has always scofied — secretly in this house 
—openly out of it. I do not know why I 
have allowed him to remain in it — except 
because I am his guardian. Give Sibyl to a 
man who will teach her to deride her father 
as well as the Cause to which he has given 
his life ? Never.' 

' You must.' 

'Besides, you have just reminded me 
that one human being cannot thus bestow 
another. Would you have me offer my girl 
to this young man ? ' 

*Have you eyes, Mr. Brudenel? Has 
no one in this house any eyes at all? Do 
you not see that your, daughter is beauti- 
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ful? Have you never seen Tom looking at 
her?' 

' Never.' In fact, nobody had. K a young 
man is always about the house from boyhood, 
nobody ever has any eyes. 

* Love is betrayed by looks, Mr. Brudenel. 
Give your daughter to Tom, and they wiU be 
both happy. More than that, you will turn 
derision into respect and scoffing into silence 
— ^if not conversion.' 

*This is the condition imposed by your 
friends. Does Tom — does Sibyl — ^know any- 
thing about it ? ' 

* Neither of them knows of it.' 
Mr. Brudenel heaved a sigh. 

' I cannot,' he said. ' It is hard. It is the 
shattering of a great hope. I thought that 
my daughter would become the High 
Priestess of the new religion — the Vestal — the 
Oracle through whom the secrets of the other 
world, which you have fully opened to me, 
should be made known to others ' 

'And now that can never happen. 
Courage, Mr. Brudenel, there will arise pillars 
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of the Temple, who will sustain the edifice — 
your edifice — ^when you have passed across 
the narrow line to the life beyond. But you 
must write. Oh! you will not forget this 
time.' 

^To whom must I write? To Izdk Ibn 
Menelek ? ' 

*He needs no letter. He is here — he is 
with us — he is looking on while we speak. 
Write to Tom. Say, " Dear Tom, — ^I have 
been informed of your attachment to Sibyl. 
I did not suspect this. I am informed that 
you were silent because your own views on 
things spiritual are antagonistic to my own. 
I am now assured that the future I had 
imagined for my daughter will be impossible. 
The wise men, hving and dead, with whom I 
am now daily conversing, tell me that they 
are powerless against certain natures, to which 
you and Sibyl belong. I withdraw, therefore, 
my original plan of Sibyl's future. Address 
her when you please. The joys of love and 
jnarriage are poor and transitory compared 
with the joys for which I fondly destined her. 



/ GIVE CONSENT 193 

Such joys as the world and the present life 
have, you will, I trust, be able to give my 
child. And in the other world, when you 
discover that the phenomenal is not the real, 
you will, with her, begin to climb to the 
higher planes, where you will find me with 
others who love her and will joyfully welcome 
her.' " 

Paul dictated this letter, while Mr. Brude- 
nel wrote obediently. When it was finished 
he folded it and placed it in an envelope 
which he directed in the usual way. 

I mention this trivial circumstance be- 
cause after -doing so Mr. Brudenel lifted his 
eyes to Paul, who stood beside him. The 
action occupied a moment — less than a mo- 
ment. He dropped his eyes again. But the 
letter was gone. 

* Where is it ? ' he asked. 

* I don't know. I suppose that IzAk him- 
self has taken it. Perhaps he will send it to 
Tom. Courage! To-morrow evening will 
bring happiness to all.' 

'Paul,' said Mr. Brudenel. 'How can I 
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thank you?' The tears stood in his eyes. 
* How can I ever thank you for all that you 
have done ? ' 

^You must not try to thank me. I am 
but a servant. Now rest easy, only take care 
to say nothing about the letter — not a word, 
mind, either to Tom or to Sibyl. Leave the 
delivery of the letter to — those who have 
taken it. My dear friend,' he took Mr. 
Brudenel's hand and held it, *it is, believe 
me, an infinite happiness to feel that I have 
been instrumental in aiding and in saving 
you. Sit down, amuse yourself, read a novel 
— there is that book of Ouida's 'still in your 
drawer, unfinished. Come out and see the 
people in the streets, go and talk at your 
club.' Mr. Brudenel belonged to one of the 
sepulchral clubs, where about a dozen mem- 
bers are acquainted, and the rest of the men 
glare solemnly at each other. ^ Go and look 
at pictures : take Sibyl to the theatre this 
evening and laugh at something funny.' Mr. 
Brudenel had not been to the theatre for 
thirty years. Perhaps he might have laughed 
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once or twice during that period, but no one 
remembered it. 'Anyhow, be happy and free 
from care. And own, Mr. Brudenel, that you 
have been, above all other men, strangely and 
wonderfully dealt with.' 

Mr. Brudenel sank back into his chair and 
clasped his hands, as one who is overwhelmed 
by what his former friends would have called 
a cosmic wave of psychic force. The contem- 
plation of an elderly bald-headed gentleman 
in such a condition has in it something comic. 
Paul, with a Ught in his eye which betokened 
appreciation, retired and softly closed the 
door. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

SAMSON AND DELILAH., 

Outside, he smiled — nay, he laughed, but not 
aloud. Then he made as if he was going to 
put on his coat and hat. Then he stopped, 
half turned, and hesitated. 

Every young person who hesitates, whether 
a male young person or a female young 
person, is lost. For, before every young 
person at every moment the ways divide ; 
and the only chance of keeping in the strait 
and narrow way is to stride along, looking 
neither to the right nor to the left. As one 
gets older, these ways still strike out on either 
hand, but one ceases to regard them. Habit 
fixes the eyes, or age has deprived those ways 
of their attractions. 

Paul, therefore, hesitated. He knew that 
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in the upper room — Cicely's room — Hetty sat 
alone. He had seen Lady Augusta with Sibyl 
and Cicely getting into the carriage ; they 
were going to Eegent Street on business of 
personal adornment. Hetty was upstairs, 
alone. Hetty was upstairs — alone. 

It was a week since that first fatal yielding 
to the voice of passion, when he kissed the 
girl and fled. He fled with hot cheeks and 
trembling hands, wondering and ashamed, 
conscience - stricken and terrified, fearing 
Hetty's wrath and dreading what might 
follow. 

Wherever it was that he had spent his 
early manhood — whether in an Abyssinian 
valley, like Easselas — only that Prince always 
enjoyed the best of female society that could 
be had in the place ; and it was insipid ; or 
in the States; or in St. Petersburg, among the 
Occult Philosophers ; or in Thibet, among the 
Mahatmas — it was where girls were conspi- 
cuous by their absence. He had seen these 
fair creatures, no doubt, at a distance- 
though in a monastery of Thibet a child may 
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grow to old age and never see a woman — and 
marked with wonder and admiration those 
sweet qualities of loveliness and grace and 
sweetness which youthful womanhood wears, 
on the outside at least. But he knew no girls 
while he was serving his apprenticeship until 
he came here. Is not this fact enough to 
account for the trembling which a single kiss 
was able to produce ? A week — and he had 
not dared to see Hetty alone since that 
moment. When he looked at her, his pulse 
began to quicken and his hand began to 
tremble. When she looked, enough by itself 
to account for the beating of heart, the 
quickening of pulse, and the trembling of 
hand which seized him at the mere recollec- 
tion of a single kiss. 

Hetty was alone — upstairs. That was why 
he hesitated, and why his cheek glowed and 
his eyes softened. 

Nearly a week since his fall — since the 
first imperfect taste of the forbidden fruit. 
Do not suppose that the unhappy youth did 
not struggle with his fate. He dared not 
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trust himself with Hetty even in Cicely's 
presence : he dreaded to meet those eyes of 
hers : yet if by chance he did meet them they 
were calm and composed as if there was 
nothing to be remembered. Heavens! He 
had kissed the girl — actually kissed her : and 
her eyes were as calm, as limpid as if there 
was no history. Had she forgotten, then? 
Could she forget? Alas! He was ignorant 
of female eyes. Had he been able to read 
their language they would have said to him, 
^ I am waiting. Come to me. Why do you 
delay?' He saw nothing but the outward 
calm, and he wondered because he was him- 
self so troubled. In these days he slept badly ; 
he anticipated dreadful things in dreams : his 
Friends in Abyssinia and elsewhere would 
have been pained had they known how little 
he regarded them. 

Now then, was another chance — shall we 
call it another temptation ? Hetty was alone. 

He hesitated no longer. For an invisible 
rope — but oh 1 so strong and thick that no 
jack knife could cut it through — ^was passed 
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round his waist, and an invisible hand more 
irresistible than his own magnetic power 
dragged him, with burning cheeks and trem- 
bling limbs, up the stairs. Why, it was 
Hetty's magnetic force which dragged him : 
she was at the other end of the rope: she 
it was who drew to her feet this young man 
who had kissed her once and ran away from 
her. Common mesmerism, as Emanuel Chick 
would say. Yet the mesmeriser was himself 
mesmerised. The operator was operated upon. 
The subduer was subdued : Samson, the strong 
man, was going to Delilah to have his curls 
lopped. 

Hetty looked up and smiled. In these 
cases the woman does not tremble. 

*You have come back, Paul?' she said. 
*You have not been near me for a week. 
Was it my fault ? ' 

'Forgive me, Hetty.' He threw himself 
at her feet and caught her hand. 'Forgive 
me, Hetty. Oh ! Hetty.' 

She did not reply at first. Then she 
whispered, softly : 
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'Oh! Paul. Why did you kiss me ? You?' 
He rose to his feet. Again he stood over 
her and they were alone. This time he did 
not, as before, kiss her forehead and run 
away. He threw his arms round her neck 
and kissed her lips and her cheeks, whispering 
brokenly : 

'Oh! Hetty. I love you, Hetty, I love 
you.' That was all he had to say. 

She heard him without any reply. She 
even made no kind of reply when he rose and 
kissed her on the hps, and on the brow, and 
on the cheeks. 

' Hetty,' he repeated, ' I love you.' 
No music falls more sweetly on the ear of 
nymph ; no poetry more moves the heart than 
these words from the shepherd whom she 
has already singled out for that admiration 
which should precede all true love. He was 
great and was possessed of wonderful powers 
which he bore modestly; he had lifted her 
soul a hundred times; he was her Prophet; 
and now he said that he loved her. Was it 
possible ? 
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'But, oh! Paul!' Hetty cried, presently, 
' we are foolish. You are pledged to a life of 
ceUbacy.' 

' Only the highest adepts are celibates, my 
dear. I renounce for your sake the highest 
degrees. I shall be suffered to remain on a 
lower plane — ^with you, Hetty.' 

' You would repent — the time would come 
when you would repent — and regret your 
choice. No, Paul, you must not be dragged 
back by a woman. You would never lift me 
to the higher level. I belong — ^I have always 
known it — to the lower. Cicely might rise, 
but I could not. Paul, leave me and — and 
— forget me.' 

But she uttered these last words with so 
much reluctance that all the more they fired 
the young and ardent lover. Indeed, there 
was no coquetry in Hetty. It was her heart 
that spoke in this reluctance to let him go. 

* I will never leave you, Hetty. For your 
sake I would willingly abandon — ^yes, I would 
abandon' — ^he remembered the monition of 
his Master — * even my Powers.' 
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* For my sake ? Oh, Paul ! For my sake ? 
But you would never abandon your Wisdom. 
You could always teach me, whether you 
could converse with your friends or not — 
even if you ceased to talk with the spirits of 
the dead.' 

* If I lost my Powers,' he said, * I should 
lose my I should lose you, Hetty, be- 
cause ' He meant to say, because he 

would have no means of subsistence at all. 
But he could not say this. 

* Whatever you lost, Paul, you would not 
lose me — if you desired to keep me.' 

' Without my Powers, I should be a beggar 
indeed. Other men have a profession — or 
ambitions. I should have none. Yet if I love 
you — now I understand — while I love you — 
for the last week my mind has been full of 
you — ^I could do little. My Powers are 
faUing.' 

* Paul, you don't understand,' said Hetty. 
*I do not love you because you have this 
wonderful gift. Without it you would be 
always the same Paul to me. It is you — 
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yourself — not you clothed with a magician's 
robe that I love.' 

* Hetty — ^how can you love me ? ' 

*Nay, Paul, it is I who must ask that 
question. Who am I that you should love 
me ? I am poor, and I am not clever. I am 
not a lady, even by birth. My mother is a 
Medium — oh! how the world despises a 
Medium! — and my father was once a clerk. 
What he is now I know not, or where 
he is.' 

'I love you, because you are the most 
beautiful girl in the world, and the best. I 
love you because you are Hetty.' 

* Oh ! can it be ? I thought no one would 
ever love me. I thought it was impossible.' 

* Impossible ? Oh, Hetty ! Impossible for 
anybody to love you ! ' 

Hetty sighed — a deep and happy sigh. 

• . • • . 

* Tell me some day, when you please, Paul, 
about yourself. Tell me all that is in your 
mind — oh ! if you love me, let me share your 
ambitions and learn your desires.' 
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'I will tell you — everything, Hetty — 
everything — but not now. There are things 
which I must keep hidden while I am here. 
Afterwards — ^but what will happen after- 
wards ? I know not what will happen.' 

'While you are here? But — ^Paul — you 
are not going away.' 

He turned his head and answered with 
evasion. 

' I cannot stay here always. I am, to 
begin with, only a guest, though I have 
been allowed to feel myself a son of the 
house.' 

* But where will you go ? Paul, will your 
Friends take you away suddenly and mys- 
teriously — so that we shall not know where 
you are ? ' 

* It may be so, Hetty.' But he did not 
raise his eyes. 'I know not. To-morrow 
evening — I tell this to you alone, Hetty — I 
have to restore to Sibyl and Cicely and Tom 
the fortunes they so nearly lost. When that 
is done my work here is done. I have 
dehvered my Message. I have put Mr. 
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Brudenel in the path that leads to the Ancient 
Wisdom. I have cleared the place of low 
and deceitful spirits. I must go if I am 
called.' 

' Without me, Paul ? ' 

He laid his head upon her shoulder. It 
is a feminine thing to do, but this young man 
had these feminine ways. He laid his head 
upon her shoulder, and Hetty's heart glowed 
within her to think that her lover leaned 
upon her. It was an omen and a sign. He 
would tell her everything. She would be his 
confidante as well as his mistress and his 
wife. 

' Hetty, how can I go without you ? And 
yet — oh ! ' he sprang to his feet and threw 
out his arms. ' Let it aU go — I care nothing 
— ^Hetty, it will be hard to live without you. 
I know now what I have wanted all this time. 
It was a woman to confide in and give me 
sympathy. I have had no sympathy, Hetty. 
I have not known any girls since — since — ^it is 
some years since I saw her last. She used to 
listen to me.' 
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^Were you in love with her, Paul?' 
Hetty did not ask who she was. 

*No — we were like brother and sister. 
You will be to me more — far more — than she 
could be. Hetty, I understand now, better 
than I did, even my own teaching. I under- 
stand the love of the Spirits for each other. 
They are never divided and they never weary 
of each other's company. And yet the things 
that I have told you seem to have been empty 
words.' 

'Oh! no, Paul. They were beautiful 
words. They have opened our hearts, Paul, 
and filled our minds with great thoughts. 
But, Paul,' she came back to the old question, 
* you will not go without me ? ' 

* My dear — if I must.' 

'Where will you go? When will you 
come back ? How shall I live without you ? ' 

' I don't know, Hetty. Must I make you 
suffer, I am sorry that I told you ' 

' No, Paul, I would rather suffer anything 
than lose the memory of this day. Tell me 
again. Let me have it once more from your 
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lips. Do you love me, Paul ? Is it true ? Is 
it really true ? ' 

' True ? Oh ! Hetty, if you only knew how 
true it was — and is ' 

* Yet you will go ? ' 

' I must, my dear ; if one must ' 



* I do not believe it. There is no must. 
Who is to make you go ? Your Friends ? I 
do not believe that there is anything your 
Friends can make you do unless you choose 
to do it. Are you not a free man ? What is 
the good of your Hidden Knowledge if you 
are not free ? Can you not make your own 
path for yourself.^ Then what is the good of 
your Wisdom ? ' 

' Sometimes, Hetty, I ask myself that very 
same question. Sometimes it seems to me as 
if it were better to be an ordinary man — just 
like the rest of mankind — with no more power 
and no more knowledge.' 

' Yet, before you loved me, Paul, I thought 
how wonderful it was. Since you have loved 
me I care nothing about it at all. What 
matters for all the Ancient Wisdom ^ It could 
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not make you love me more. Then what do 
I care for it ? If it is to take you away from 
me I shall hate it — ^I shall hate it/ 

' Hetty ! ' 

* Oh ! Paul, when you told me that you 
loved me you drew my heart out of myself. 
It is all yours. I have no other hope, no 
other life, but for you. If you go away, 
wliat have I left ? What shall I do ? Will 
your Friends make you do this cruel thing ? 
I am only a girl and they are great philo- 
sophers who despise girls and love ; but they 
cannot make you do so cruel a thing as to 
desert me, Paul, can they ? If they can, rise 
up and desert them. What is Wisdom com- 
pared with Love ? Oh, what can Wisdom do 
for you compared with what Love can do ? 

My dear— my Paul ' She threw her 

arms round his neck. 

' My Paul, if I can make you happy, stay. 
It is better to be happy than to be wise* 
Everybody longs for Love. Oh, I know why 
I have been so discontented and so unhappy. 
It is because I had no one to love me. Since 
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your lips touched my forehead I have been 
in happy heaven ; I have said to myself all 
day long and every night, 'He loved me. 
Paul loves me ; he loves me. Thank God ! 
Now nothing can befall to make me unhappy 
any more. K he dies he will love me still ; 
if he hves I shall only live, too, that he may 
be happy.' But oh, Paul, I never thought — 
I never thought — you could be taken away.' 

' Hetty ! ' 

* You shall not go, Paul I ' She held him 
with all her strength of arm, and more — ^with 
the strength of her eyes. ' I cannot bear it. 
I will not bear it ; you must not go, though 
they drag you through the air. You shall 
not go without me.' 

' Hetty, I must tell you, I cannot help 
telUng you.' He who tells his secret to his 
sweetheart is not necessarily lost : he only 
binds another chain upon himself. ' My great 
gift, which I have, I do beUeve, above all 
other men, is the power by which I made 
Cicely see her brother at sea, and by which 
I could subdue your will so that at a look or 
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a gesture you became, without knowing it, 
. my obedient servant. By the same Power I 
rule Lady Augusta ; Sibyl is outside my 
Power, and so is Tom. It is by my gift that 
I am enabled to convey the messages of my 
Friends, and to enforce respect for the teach- 
ing of the Hidden Wisdom.' 

' Yes, Paul, I know that power.' 

' I have been warned, Hetty, by one who 
know^. I have been warned again and again, 
that if I suffered a woman to fill my thoughts 
I should lose that power. Those who have it 
must keep their hearts free from love, from 
enmity, from hatred, and from every absorb- 
ing passion. But the most fatal of all is 
Love. My dear, for weeks the thought of 
you has been gradually stealing over my 
heart and mastering me. I can think of 
nothing else. I fear I have lost my Power.' 

'Why, then, Paul, you will be no more 
than an ordinary man in love with an ordi- 
nary girl. The common lot will be ours.' 

'Yesterday,' said Paul, apparently not 
much comforted by this assurance, 'I tried 

p2 
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as usual with Mr. Brudenel. He only stared 
at me and began to fuss about the money 
which he thinks he has lost. I could not 
move him. Then I tried with Cicely. She 
laughed and chattered. I could not move 
her. And then I tried with Lady Augusta 
and she did not even know that I was 
exerting all my will to move her. Hetty, 
let me try once more. Sit as you used to sit 
— so. Fold your hands, hold up your face 
— look me full in the eyes. Oh ! Hetty,' he 
stooped to kiss her, ' no woman in the world 
has such beautiful eyes. So — now.' 

She obeved him. After five minutes he 
stopped. ' Oh I ' he cried, * I feel that it is 
useless.' 

' Paul, I cannot help it. Your eyes have 
lost their old look. They have a much 
sweeter look. The authority has gone out 
of them.' 

' Yes,' he groaned, ' the authority has gone. 
Perhaps, when I go away, it will return.' 

' I hope it will never return,' said Hetty. 
No, Paul, no. If you wish it, you shall have 
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your power again. What are your Friends 
worth if they cannot give it back to you ? ' 

' My dear, you do not know what you are 
saying. If I have thrown away my Power, 
I shall never get it again — never — never. 
Without it I can do nothing. Think of all 
the things that I have done, and remember 
that without the Power I could have done 
none of these.' 

*My dear, you have done these things 
once. What need to do them again ? ' 

' Hetty, can you not understand ? What 
am I worth without this gift ? It was mine— • 
my own — and I have lost it.' 

' You have lost it through love — through 
me. Leave off loving me, Paul, and it will 
come back, and I shall have the recollec- 
tion.' 

She burst into tears and Paul, carried out 
of himself, soothed and caressed her. 

' My dear,' he said, ' I will never leave 
you. Come what may, you are mine and 
I am yours. Oh ! Hetty,' he laughed aloud, 
*you do not know what you have done in 
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making me love you. Everything is changed. 
All that Lady Augusta has at heart is de- 
stroyed. There will be no more progress in 
the Ancient Way ; there will be no more 
instruction for Mr. Brudenel ; there will be 
no more miracles, after to-morrow. It is 
shattered — the most wonderful, the most per- 
fect creation — and there is nothing left for 
us but to walk the earth like common folk, 
hand-in-hand, with no help at all from my 
mysterious Friends, and no communications 
with the spirits. Will you be happy still, 
love ? ' 

*Yes, Paul, I ask no better than the 
common lot.' 

' Then be happy, dear. I must tell you 
more — some day — but now be happy, Hetty, 
if this contents you.' 

* Paul,' she whispered, * if this mysterious 
power has gone you can never be a Medium. 
You can never pretend and invent and stoop 
to play tricks for money. Oh ! I would work 
for you night and day, Paul — there is nothing 
that I would not do for you, to save you from 



SAMSON AND bEULAH sij 

becoming a Medium. Oh, but you could not. 
You are too wise and too high-minded. The 
loss of your Power will not touch your 
Wisdom, You have still your lofty mind. 
Paul, when it is gone you will be better than 
before/ 

Paul dropped his eyes and changed 
colour. This remarkable young man received 
both praise and blame with equal signs of 
shame. Sir Percival called him hard names 
which wounded and hurt him; Hetty called 
him wise and noble, and this seemed to hurt 
him even more. 

* Hetty — you must not. Oh ! my dear — 
you must not. I am not wise — or noble — or 
anything. ' 

* Yes, Paul, to me you will always be wise 
and noble, and all the better for losing the 
power which separated you from the rest of 
the world. All the better, Paul.' 

Did the lady of Phihstia comfort Samson, 
after the job was done, with the assurance 
that, though his strength was gone, he looked 
much neater and trimmer and better suited 
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for moving in general society than in his 
previously dishevelled long-curled condition ? 

At luncheon that day Paul did not 
?ippear. 

' Perhaps, ' said Lady Augusta, * he is away 
in the spirit.' 

' Perhaps,' said Tom. 

* No message has come to me in my study,' 
said Mr. Brudenel. ^My dear, therefore, 
I confess that I am — ^yes — I really am — un- 
easy.' He looked uneasy. He was so nervous 
that he could hardly sit in his chair. He 
drummed with his fingers and he played with 
his knife and fork. 

Sibyl glanced at Tom, but said nothing. 

* My dear,' said Lady Augusta, * take your 
lunch, all will be well.' 

*I cannot eat.' Mr. Brudenel drank a 
glass of sherry, pushed back his chair, and 
rushed out of the room. 

* As for me,' said Tom, * I am extremely 
hungry. Mr. Brudenel will be all right to- 
morrow.' 

* Only let us have patience and Faith,' 
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6aid Cicely. ' Something has happened to 
Paul. He stood over me yesterday and I 
felt nothing. Something has gone oat of him. 
One of the servants might have been stand- 
ing over me. But it' will all come right. Let 
us have Faith in Paul.' 

Whatever had happened, Paul was seen 
no more that day. At eleven o'clock in 
the evening he returned, looking pale and 
troubled, and he went straight to his own 
room. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

THE FORENOON, 

And then the birthday came. 

On this day, by the wills of their respec- 
tive parents, both cousins, the one, Tom, 
being four-and-twenty, and the other. Cicely, 
twenty-one, arrived at their majority, and 
should inherit their fortunes — if, that is to 
say, Messrs. Izdk Ibn Menelek, Eupert P. 
Zeigler and Surabjee Kamsetjee should be 
good enough to meet the expectations of their 
young friend and disciple, and restore the 
money now in their keeping. 

The first to come down stairs that morn- 
ing was Tom. Paul followed next. The 
former preserved his usual cheerfulness, de- 
spite the anxieties of the situation. 

* I wish you many happy returns of the 
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day/ said Paul. *It is your birthday, is it 
not?' 

' Thank you. Yes, it is my birthday. As 
nothing else has been thought of, or talked 
about, for the last three weeks, I am quite 
sure that it is my birthday. And it shows 
how wrapt you have been in meditation not 
to know that it is a very important birthday 
for me. Hou would it be if the Philosophers, 
your friends, were able to abolish a man's 
birthday ? ' 

Paul smiled, but mechanically. 

' Yes,' Tom continued ; 4t is my birthday, 
and Cicely's as well. And with your help, my 
Philosopher, and a miracle or two, which I 
have no doubt will be accomplished by the 
Sages, your Friends, I hope to be put in the 
way of enjoying two or three birthdays more. 
Otherwise, indeed ' 

* Otherwise?' There was a gleam of 
menace in Tom's eyes. ' Otherwise, Tom ? ' 

' Otherwise means,' Tom answered, lightly, 
* that if these miracles do not come along in 
due course, the Ancient Wisdom will have to 
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wake up in an astonishing way. But what's 
the matter, Paul? You look uncommon 
flabby/ 

Black Care, Anxiety, Trouble, sat visibly 
upon Paul's brow. Tom secretly connected 
the thing with the three cheques, but he was 
wrong. Those cheques had never caused Paul 
the least anxiety. 

* Nothing is the matter except headache.' 
*A week or two ago you cured Sibyl's 

maid of a toothache. Physician, cure thyself.' 

* I can't, Tom. This is a headache which 
cannot be exorcised.' 

' I'm sorry — especially because I've got to 
say something devihsh unpleasant.' 

^What is that? Say it. You will not 
make my head ache any worse.' 

' Do you remember, Paul, how I told you 
at the beginning; the very first night that 
you came, in my workshop, the night you 
rang the bells, that I was going to watch 
you?' 

' Did you say so ? ' Paul rephed, carelessly. 
* Perhaps you did. Yes, I remember now. 
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You did say something to that effect. We 
were to be on good terms, but you were going 
to keep your eyes on me. I remember. Well, 
Tom, your eyes have been on me, have they, 
all the time ? ' 

'All the time.' 

* And what have you discovered ? ' 

' I have been watching all the time,' Tom 
repeated, gravely. 

'Have you?' Paul looked up curiously. 
' Communicate your discoveries. 

'They are somewhat important. For 
instance, there was the little business with Mr. 
James Berry. Do you remember Mr. James 
Berry ? ' 

'The man whom Lavinia Medlock asked 
me to advise ? Yes, what of him ^ I gave him 
advice. I remember that he asked me whether 
he was to retain certain shares in a certain 
company, or sell them out. I advised him 
to sell them out. Did he do so ? ' 

' What company was it ? ' 

'He did not tell me the name of the 
company. It would have been no use to me 
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if he had told me. I remember Lavinia 
Medlock told me that if certain things 
happened the old gentleman would have to 
go to the workhouse. Why not go to the 
workhouse? They get food and warmth in 
the workhouse, and can meditate. But this 
old gentleman somehow did not wish to go 
there, and I advised him to avoid that neces- 
sity.' 

* Did you see that old gentleman ? ' 

* No. Does he say that he saw me ? * 

* Did you not learn from Lavinia the name 
of that company ? ' 

' Lavinia told me she did not know it.' 
Tom was silenced. In fact, both Mr. 
Berry, whom he had seen, and Lavinia whom 
he had questioned, declared that Herr Paulus 
knew no more than was conveyed in a certain 
question. * Shall the inquirer — name un- 
known — sell out certain shares — company 
unknown — or keep them ? ' 

* Well,' he said, feeling baffled, * it is odd 
that the company should be Brudenel and 
Company, and that Mr. Brudenel's shares 
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should have been sold out at the same time. 
I say, Paul, that is an odd coincidence.' 

* Perhaps. I did not make the world and 
I do not rule it. Why worry me with odd 
coincidences ? Tell Mr. Brudenel about them 
if you like.' 

His words showed irritation. And I do 
not know what Tom would have replied, 
because at this moment Sibyl came in, with 
Cicely, followed by Lady Augusta. Last 
appeared Mr. Cyrus Brudenel himself ; he was 
terribly anxious ; his face was pale and his 
fingers kept catching at his watch-chain. He 
was what young men call jumpy. ' Tom,' he 
cried with a miserable attempt at heartiness, 
* I wish you many happy returns of the day, 
and joy — j — j — joy — of your inheritance — 
when you get it. Cicely, my dear,' he kissed 
the blind girl with tenderness, ' you are now 
your own mistress — at least — I — I — I — can 
only say, my dear, that I have done my best 
for you, and that I hope all will turn out well. 
You have given me so much happiness. Cicely, 
by living with us, but we hope you will stay 
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on with us. You are of age both of you. 
You have now — that is — ^I hope that you are 
coming into your fortunes. Many strange 
things have happened in this house ; none so 
strange as the temporary — I trust, only tern- 
porary-vanishing of your fortunes. But we 
have Faith — ^we have complete Faith.' 

His jerky manner scarcely conveyed an 
impression of complete Faith. Everybody 
looked at Paul. On a former occasion when 
everybody looked at Paul, he carried him- 
self with a perfect disregard of the general 
curiosity and was absorbed in his breakfast. 
On this occasion, perhaps because they had 
not yet sat down to that meal, he showed 
himself conscious of their eyes, and blushed 
and hung his head. What had happened to 
him? 

' Paul ! ' Cried Lady Augusta. * Speak, I 
implore you. Bring us hope and comfort.' 

* I do not know for certain,' said Paul-, 
slowly and with hesitation. Again, what had 
happened to change Paul's bearing of autho- 
rity into this manner of hesitation ? ' I have 
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said all along that I could not know for 
certain. How can I tell whether they will 
regard a mere money matter worthy of. inter- 
ference ? Yet as they have already interfered, 
it seems reasonable to suppose that they had 
some motive which could not be otherwise 
than benevolent to this household. Let us 
wait in patience and Faith/ 

' Let us have Faith,' said Cicely. But Mr. 
Brudenel groaned audibly. 

. • . • • 

Tom and Sibyl, when the others separated 
after breakfast, remained in the breakfast 
room. 

' Let us have faith,' said Tom, derisively. 
* Yes, perhaps, that is all we shall hear. Dodo, 
dear. Let us consider ' 

' You will expose him, Tom.' 

* I can certainly testify as to certain things 
that I have seen. The difficulty is how far 
my testimony will go. You see, your father 
wrote letters of introduction and recommen- 
dation for the three persons to whose order 
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he made out the cheques. Suppose he is 
asked why he wrote those letters : suppose he 
says he does not know. In that case, your 
father will look — shall we say? — simple. 
Suppose he is asked why he sold out the 
shares and replies that he does not remember 
— ^he will, again, present — shall we say? — a 
simple appearance. Suppose he is asked why 
he drew those cheques ^ 

*But, Tom, you can always prove that 
this man worked upon him.' 

* I don't know. There is no precedent in 
law, I am afraid, of one man being " worked 
upon" by another. What can I prove. 
Dodo?' he added, gloomDy. 'I begin to 
fear the worst. I don't Uke his looks. For 
the first time since he came here, he looks 
guilty. I don't like it.' 

'Are we to lose everything, Tom ? ' 

' Not if I can help it. Perhaps we shall 
be able to show cause for an inquiry. We 
might get an injunction — but for what reason? 
Suppose these perfectly unknown persons 
each draw a cheque payable to " Herr Paulus 
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or bearer/' or to " No. 191 or bearer " — how 
can we do anything ? We cannot find these 
men.' 

* You thought you knew them.' 

*I believe I do. But how to prove it? 
Dodo, dear, it is possible that we shall lose 
our little all despite the fuss that our friend 
made over it. And yet it can't be. Until 
this morning I thought one had only to look 
in his face ' 

* Tom, men always think that good looks 
must cover a good heart.' 

* With girls I am sure they do. That is, 
looks Kke yours. Dodo.' 

Mr. Brudenel sat in his studio expecting 
Paul. He had pictured to himself, in hope- 
ful moments, a beautiful scene. His wards' 
fortunes would be given back to him, and he 
would convey them magnificently to their 
rightful owners with a speech about the 
advantages of securing friends able to inter- 
pose in times of danger and to avert wreck 
and ruin. He liked to make up little 
speeches beforehand, so as to be always equal 
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to the occasioa ; but as things never came off 
as he expected, these little speeches were 
always thrown away. Thus is man mocked 
of Fate. 

Paul came not. Then Mr. Brudenel 
began to think that the expected Message 
might come to him directly, without the 
presence of Paul, and he composed himself, 
sitting upright in his wooden chair — not the 
low leather chair by the fire. Presently he 
should gUde insensibly into that attitude of 
mind when the outer world becomes unseen, 
unheard and unregarded, and the soul is 
independent of the body and can fly whither 
she please and space and time no longer have 
any meaning. When Paul stood over him 
and looked in his face and commanded him 
to yield up his soul to the influence of those 
who called, he felt instantly as a tired man 
feels when he lays his head upon the pillow. 
His limbs became motionless ; he felt them 
no longer. A kind of sleep rose upward to 
his brain and set free his soul. Now, he 
thought, he would induce that semblance of 
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sleep without the aid of Paul. Nothing 
would be easier. 

Strange to say, after five minutes of 
intense exercise, with the will resolutely bent, 
he discovered that no progress at all had been 
made. Worse than that, he was becoming 
fidgety; his feet refused to stay still; his 
legs kicked involuntarily ; his fingers twitched ; 
he was awake all over. 

He gave himself another five minutes. 
The result left no room at all for doubt. He 
was not permitted to release his soul- — he 
could not, therefore, go in quest of any mes- 
sage ; because you cannot, yet, lug a lump of 
bones and flesh all the way to Abyssinia and 
back in a morning. 

Then he tried another method. He arose 
and solemnly called aloud : — 

' Izdk Ibn Menelek ! ' 

The quiet room echoed his words, but 
there came no answer. 

* Izdk Ibn Menelek ! Master ! Hear ! ' 

The Master may have heard, but he made 
no reply. 
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A third time Mr. Brudenel called — 

* Izdk Ibn Menelek ! Come ! ' 

He sat down and waited for an answer. 
Perhaps the Master was asleep; perhaps he 
was walking. 

Mr. Brudenel waited for a quarter of an 
hour, concentrating his mind, with all the 
force of which he was capable, upon the 
Master. So the prophets of Baal in the slopes 
of Carmel called all day long and hacked 
their flesh with knives to please their god. 
But no answer came, and presently those pro- 
phets were taken to the side of the stream 
and done to death. But to the end, I am 
sure, they believed profoundly. 

There came no answer,. no voice faint and 
far-off such as called him when Paul was 
present. 

Then Mr. Brudenel — always ready to fall 
away from faith — sat down in despair. He 
was deserted. His new Friends had deserted 
him, and he had thrown away the old Friends. 
Emanuel Chick's spirits would not have 
failed him even though they might bring no 
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comfort. Lavinia's spirits might have told 
him things irrelevant and trivial, but they 
would not have heard him call upon them in 
silence. The busts of his former friends — 
Albertus Magnus, Paracelsus, Eoger Bacon, 
Dee, Lilly, Mesmer, Home — and the rest 
frowned upon him from their places above 
the bookshelves. The books themselves, whose 
outside he had been wont to admire, the ac- 
quisition of which had cost him such mighty 
sums, frowned upon him and threatened him. 
He had deserted his old Friends ; he had 
turned out of the house the old spirits whom 
he had formerly entertained. He had gone 
over to a new party, and what had he got 
for it .? 

Then a devil — I think it may have been 
one of Lavinia's mocking spirits-whispered 
in his ear, ' If they have done so much to you 
they may do more. You know that it was 
not you yourself who wrote those letters and 
signed those cheques, though they are in your 
handwriting. The power which imitated 
your handwriting can do more. Nay, it may 
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even personate you yourself. It can make 
you say, and write, and do anything it pleases. 
Already it has robbed you of thirty-five thou- 
sand pounds.' How Mr. Brudenel wiped his 
brow and shivered. The mocking devil went 
on : ' You have indeed brought your pigs to 
a pretty market. If you rebel they may 
punish you by taking away your land. Why, 
in either case you are done for, because, if 
you do not rebel, but go on in the course you 
have begun, they wiU certainly strip you of 
all your possessions. Is not the foundation 
of their philosophy the maxim that wealth 
is contemptible? Live like Epictetus in a 
cottage on herbs and onions — ^Uve Uke Dio- 
genes, in a tub — go about with a wallet, 
begging crusts, like a Buddhist Saint or a 
Franciscan — go in rags, unwashed, unshaven, 
beaten by the wind and rained upon, if you 
would please your new friends.' 

Mr. Brudenel heard these words plainly 
spoken in his ear — very strange things, I have 
many times stated, went on in that house. 
But it is not too much to say that they scared 
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him. The contemplation of philosophy re- 
duced to practice filled him with horror. 
Would Lady Augusta also be deprived of her 
property? Would they go about together, 
meditating on the Higher Planes, and begging 
for crusts to put in their wallets ? He pic- 
tured himself, being a person of some imagi- 
nation, as the Sage after the heart of the 
Abyssinian wise man — ^he would wear a frock 
coat once black, but now gone green, with 
ragged tails, with holes in the elbows and a 
shimmering sheen of grease or age upon the 
wrists — ^he would have a tall hat with a 
broken brim, for as a new Lincoln and Bennett 
is an outward sign of respectability, so a tall 
hat, ancient, shabby, and worn is a sure and 
certain proof of poverty — ^his boots would be 
broken down and gaping — ^he would have a 
red comforter round his neck, and no collar — 
his nose would be blue with the cold — ^his 
white beard would be as venerable as that of 
Belisarius in his most penurious condition. 
He tried to picture Lady Augusta meditating 
beside him on the same Exalted Plane. But 



234 HERR PAULUS 

here he broke down* Nobody could imagine 
Lady Augusta in rags, revelling in these 
heights of philosophy. 

The longer he thought upon this dreadful 
possibihty the more probable did it seem. 
Yes, Paul — but Paul was clad in fine raiment 
and fared sumptuously, and seemed to enjoy 
the good things of the world prodigiously, as 
all young men should — ^Paul preached per- 
petually the doctrine of the nothingness of 
wealth : he despised wealth : his Friends de- 
spised wealth: the loss of wealth was an 
incident not worth mentioning. Yet Mr. 
Brudenel thought how would Paul look in 
rags, and with a blue nose, carrying a basket 
to hold the broken meats of charity ? 

The thing was dreadful, yet it was pos- 
sible : it was even likely. Had he not ac- 
cepted with more than submission — with 
ardour — aU these teachings? Had he not 
already gone a long way down the Ancient 
Way, only somehow he forgot what the 
scenery was like ? How could he complain 
if he was taken at his word and deprived of 
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that earthly dross which stands between 
vanity and wisdom, so that one may not pass 
from the ghttering realms of the one to the 
fair fields of the other without dropping the 
burden and weight of wealth, even as the 
Pilgrim dropped the load which bound him 
down? He would be taken at his word. 
His new Friends would strip him of the 
wealth which he could not bring himself to 
despise. When his wealth was gone he 
would be able to start fair upon the way of 
wisdom. Great and signal and generous as 
was the gift of poverty which his new IViends 
could confer upon him, Mr. Brudenel was not 
happy at the prospect. On the contrary, 
he groaned : he paced the room anxiously : 
he tossed his arms : he sat down and got up 
again. He was in an agony of terror, and it 
lasted all the day. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

STILL THE FORENOON. 

Paul was otherwise engaged. At eleven 
o'clock, while Mr. Brudenel, having failed in 
his attempt to transport himself to Abyssinia, 
was yielding a wilUng ear to the whispers of 
that devil, he went to Cicely's room. Not 
this time with burning cheeks and glowing 
eyes, but with hanging head. He went 
heavily. All this day he went heavily. 

All four ladies were sitting there. 

' Is there any message, Paul ? ' cried Lady 
Augusta, springing to her feet. 

' None,' he replied. ' But have patience.* 

' What is the matter, Paul ? ' she asked. 
' You look frightfully iU.' 

Hetty looked as if she would have asked 
that question, had she dared. 

'I am not very well, I think. I have 
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gone through a great struggle, dear Lady 
Augusta. But I am perfectly satisfied with 
the result.' Hetty blushed, and bent back 
her head over the work in her hand. ' But 
it has been a struggle. This is an anxious 
day for me on your account, and there is an 
anxious time before me.' He looked at his 
watch. ' I want a moment with you, Hetty,' 
he said, quietly. * Oh, not alone. Do not 
let anybody move.' ^ 

They sat envious of Hetty. That is to 
say, two of them were envious of the dis- 
tinction. Sibyl, for her part, afiected in- 
difference. But she was curious. Nothing 
that this enemy of hers did was indifferent to 
her. 

* Hetty, it is eighteen years since your 
father left you. It is so long that you can 
scarcely remember him. I believe you have 
never heard anything of him since he went 
away.' 

* No. My mother has never had a line 
from him. She believes that he must be 
dead.' 



238 HERR PAULUS 

* He is not dead, Hetty/ 

* How do you know, Paul ? ' 

Only a week ago he would have replied 
by a reference to his Friends. Now he made 
answer truthfully : 

' Chance has brought me that knowledge, 
Hetty.' 

* He calls it chance,' Cicely murmured, ' as 
if, with him, there could be such a thing as 
chance.' • 

' I have not only found out that he is 
living ; I have also arranged that he should 
call here this morning.' 

' Oh I Paul. My father ? ' 

' Oh ! Hetty !" cried Cicely, * your father ! 

' He does not know that he is to come and 
see his own daughter. He will bring a letter. 
Then ' 

At that moment a letter was brought. 
On the envelope was the address only, and in 
the comer the words, ' From the Professor/ 

' Hetty, your father is below.' She sprang 
to her feet. ' Will you see him ? ' 

' Wm I see him ? Oh ! Paul ! You have 
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done this for me. But — Paul — does my 
mother know ? ' 

' Not yet.' 

* What is he like, Paul ? Oh ! what is my 
father like ? What will he say to me ? 
What shall I say to him?' She stood ir- 
resolute and pale ; glad, yet terrified. 

'Do not expect too much, Hetty. Ee- 
member that he has been separated from you 
since you were a child. Perhaps he hardly 
remembers your existence. You know 
nothing about his past Ufe — ^what he has 
done, or how he has lived. It may be a 
career of distinction, or it may be a very 
humble history. He may be rich, he may be 
poor ; he may be in rags, or he may drive in 
his carriage. If he were a rich man he 
would probably have returned home before 
now. Would you like to see him ? ' 

Paul looked at his watch again. * Decide 
at once, Hetty.' 

*I do not remember him at all. Of 
course I should hke to see him. Oh ! Paul,' 
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she repeated, ' it is you — you — who have • 
brought my father home.' 

There was something in her voice which 
made Sibyl look at her with meaning eyes. 
But she said nothing. Did her own experi- 
ence cause her to recognise the accent of 
love? King Cupid bath a very sweet and 
tender voice, which be lendeth to his wor- 
shippers. 

' With your permission, Lady Augusta, 
Hetty will go downstdrs and find ber father 
in the breakfast-room.' 

*Go, Hetty, dear. I hope . . Go, my 
dear.' Lady Augusta was going to say that 
she hoped Hetty would find her father every- 
thing that a daughter would wish, or words 
to that efiect, but she remembered in time 
that he had been no more than a email city 
clerk, and she refirained. The result is gener- 
ally unhappy when a city clerk is so ill-advised 
as to emigrate to America — a country whose 
eople are reported as jealous to keep the 
rhole of the national clerkery in their own 
ands, with all the posts and offices whose 
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duties can be discharged in a sitting position, 
and to make new comers the hewers of wood 
and drawers of water for them, and carriers 
of burdens and diggers of the ground. 

Hetty obeyed and ran down the stairs, 
overpowered with wonder at this new miracle. 
But at the door of the breakfast room she 
stopped and trembled, comprehending the 

vast importance of the moment. 

• • • • • 

' Let us talk, Lady Augusta,' said Paul. 
' It will be the last time that we shall talk to- 
gether as we have been wont to talk.' 

' Why the last time, Paul? ' 

' I do not know. The future is dark be- 
fore me. I am on the verge of some great 
change ; what will happen next I cannot tell. 
Let us talk.' 

Sibyl was guilty, because as she knew 
about the camera obscura the future seemed 
light. She arose, therefore, and softly left 
the room. 

Then Paul, with the two women who 
believed in him, had his last talk. He knew 
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that would be the last discussion he would 
ever have with them on the things they loved 
to hear. 

At first, he hesitated and seemed at a loss. 
His depression weighed him down. Pre- 
sently, however, he recovered something of 
the old fire, and talked of the other world, 
and of this, and of the spirits of wise men and 
just men, and holy women ; of their love one 
towards the other, and of the blessedness of 
walking with them on the Higher Planes, 
hand-in-hand, journeying upwards for ever 
and for ever, rising into heights of under- 
standing and knowledge, of which we can 
have no conception, and for which there are 
no words, and as they rise, leaving behind 
them ever more and more of the earthly dross > 
until even the soul which is a sacred body, 
becomes converted into pure spirit after long 
ages of happiness beyond the power of speech 
to tell, and love beyond the power of human 
heart to feel. 

'Oh, dear ladies,' he said, with glowing 
eyes and softening voice, ' this is the vision 



STILL THE FORENOON 243 

that came to Paul the Apostle. Eye hath not 
seen, nor hath ear heard these things, nor can 
any tongue speak them. The vision came also 
to Swedenborg. It hath been granted to a 
few women. And those who walk in the 
Ancient Way have glimpses as they prove 
themselves worthy of the soul upon her pil- 
grimage. Let us not speak of the soul's abode, 
it is here and everywhere ; let us not think, 
when we go alone upon the journey which 
seems so dark, that it is a lonely journey ; we 
are never separated from those we love ; no- 
thing can separate in life or death the souls 
of those who are united in love and friend- 
ship^ but unworthiness. The lower nature 
may disgust the higher, when love will perish. 
The higher nature will seem cold to the lower, 
then love will decay. But those who love 
are always together. Shall we walk together 
on those Planes?' He gave one hand to 
Cicely and the other to Lady Augusta. ' This 
is our last conversation. My Message has 
been delivered. I have done what I came to 
do. I have no more to say.' 
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' Not the last conversation, Paul, not the 
last,' said Lady Augusta. ' My dear boy, my 
son, my friend and teacher, you will stay with 
us. We shall have many more such talks. 
We will found the college we have so often 
discussed, and you shall be its first director. 
Do not speak of last words, Paul.' 

'Yes, I am a messenger and a servant. 
When the Message is delivered and the Service 
done the servant is dismissed. He then joins 
the common herd and fights his way to the 
Higher Planes with the rest. I have had my 
vision. I have communicated it to you. Oh ! 
Lady Augusta, you know now how small a 
thing and how useless is your old craft of 
mediumship. You have risen above it, you 
have left it far below. You have learned the 
true spirituaUsm which can be reached in this 
life only by purity and meditation and separa- 
tion from the joys of the world. But as for 
me, I have done my work and I sink back to 
the common herd.' 

As he spoke the glow of his cheek faded, 
the burning light went out of his eyes, the 
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look of authority vanished. He became to 
outward show only a youth of four or five and 
twenty, with a comely presence and a face 

which proclaimed possibiUties. 

• • • • • 

In the breakfast room father and daughter 
stood face to face. 

She saw before her a spare, undersized 
man, with black hair and small black eyes too 
close together, and dressed with a shabby re- 
spectability almost grotesque, in black, which 
was baggy everywhere — distinctly and at first 
sight, not a gentleman: not in the least 
resembling a gentleman: not a prosperous 
man, or a rich man, or a successful man 
either. That was apparent from the low and 
humble bow with which he honoured Hetty's 
entrance. He saw before him a young lady 
—distinctly a lady — young and beautiful, who 
looked at him with curiosity and astonish- 
ment. How could such a man, so insignifi- 
cant in manner and look, have such a 
daughter, so tall and well-formed and so 
beautiful? Yet there was a resemblance. 
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Every face is capable of glorification and the 
reverse. Hetty's face was also her father's, 
but in the case of her father the face, origin- 
ally in a mean and small form, had by a long 
course of a wandering, uncertain, and shifty 
life, become smaller and meaner, till it was 
quite degraded. In Hetty's case the face 
began with a large and noble copy of the 
model, and her life among gentlefolk and 
books and science and lofty thoughts had 
grown larger and nobler. Yet the same 
face ! 

* I was told,' he explained, ' that I was to 
come to this house. I suppose that you will 
be able to tell me why I was to come. K it 
is for any job, I may explain that I am at 
present out of work and should be glad of 
any work, however tempory, having been 
disappointed in finding work. I have had 
great experience in many kinds of work, and 
if neatness and despatch ' 

* Are you my father ? ' she interrupted. 
* My name is Medlock.' 

* Oh ! Lord ! Are you my daughter ? 
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Who'd have thought it? My daughter — 
you?' 

' If you are the husband of Lavinia Med- 
lock, I am certainly your daughter/ 

*I forgot — I clean forgot that I had a 
daughter. Oh ! Lord ! ' he became breathless. 
' What a daughter for the platform ! That's 
why I was sent here, wasn't it ? to find my 
daughter. Your name, my dear, if I may be 
allowed — as a father — to use the adjective — 
was Belinda.' 

* Certainly not.' 

' No, no. I remember now. Your mother 
was ordered by the spirits to call you Belinda, 
and I wouldn't have it. We had a row about 
it, and the spirits kep on rappin' all night long. 
Hetty, you were christened. I remember 
now — oh I Lord ! — just as if it was yesterday.' 

' Yes, Hetty is my name.' 

*You are my gal, then. Hetty — my 
daughter. There's no mistake about that. 
Lord ! what a gal ! I wish I'd known before.' 

No rushing into arms : no joyful embrace ; 
not a word of welcome. This father only put 
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his hat on the floor, between his legs, and sat 
down with his thumbs in his waistcoat arm- 
holes. This attitude conveyed some assertion 
of parental authority, but not much. 

* You've grown, my child, since I saw you 
last. To be sure, youVe had time to grow. 
And you've made a creditable use of the 
time. Nobody can deny that. You are 
dressed hke a lady. Has your mother made 
money, then ? I heard she was poor.' 

' We are very poor. I am dressed like a 
lady because I am the companion of a lady.' 

' Oh ! very poor. That's a pity now, isn't 
it? Lavinia just threw away her chances. 
It's a great pity, isn't it ? I haven't got any 
money myself, either. If you want anything, 
I can't give it to you. So don't look to me.' 

* I will not,' said Hetty, considerably 
discouraged. 

' I've been knocking about the world,' her 
father went on, ' for eighteen years, Hving on 
jobs, but mostly in the Show business. As a 
lecturer to a Show there are not many to 
equal your father, and none to beat him.' 
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Hetty showed no sign of admiration. 
Supposing you were in ignorance of your 
father's profession and you had to choose one 
for him, would you select that of Lecturer to 
a Show? I think not. The imagination 
would dwell upon the respective glories of 
Bishop, Judge, Statesman, General, Admiral, 
Orator, Singer, Actor, Author, Poet — ^but it 
would not consider those of Lecturer to a 
Show at all. 

' You were a clerk in the City at first, I 
beUeve,' said Hetty. ' To be sure, I ought not 
to expect too much. When will you go to see 
my mother ? ' 

' Well, my dear, the fact is — ^weVe got on 
very well without each other so far, and now 
I'm only here on a flying visit — ^looking for 
Talent, in fact. Does your mother practise 
still?' 

* Yes, but she has very few cUents. She 
is very poor.' 

' You can tell her,' said Mr. Medlock with 
deep feeling, ' that I could not go back and be 
a burden upon her. When I am rich — I 
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always intended that — ^I shall send her money. 
For the present it's low water, and I should 
be truly sorry for her to think that I only 
came home in order to sponge upon her. 
Have you got any Talent yourself ? ' 

^ What for?' 

' In your mother's line, for instance ? ' 

*No, no, NO,' Hetty replied with the 
greatest decision. 

' It's a pity, because with such looks as 
yours there would be money in it— money — 
and I would run you, my dear, on ad- 
vantageous terms. If you've no Talent, we 
might fake up a bit and look the part. I 
know all the machinery for spirit rappmg and 
music and all. Think it over.' 

* Oh ! ' cried Hetty. ' Am I never to get 
out of the dreadful business ? I see my father 
after eighteen years — and the first thing he 
does is to propose that I should become a 
cheat and an impostor. No — no — no. I will 
not.' 

* Well — well.' The little man hastily took 
his thumbs out of his armholes and pushed 
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back his chair a foot or two. ' Your temper, 
my dear, reminds me of your mother, but she 
never had your looks — ^never. Well — ^if you 
won't, you won't. And talk of cheating! 
Why, the whole world pretends. What's any 
show but pretence ? We dress up the giants 
to look taller than they are, and the dwarfs to 
look shorter. We put a little man by the side 
of the giant on the platform to show how big 
he is, and a big man by the side of the dwarf 
to show how little he is. It's all pretence and 
sham, my dear, and the people like it.' The 
Aged Philosopher of Beaumont Street could 
not have spoken more wisely. * Well, if you 
won't— of course. Who are the people of 
this house ? ' 

' This house belongs to Mr. Cyrus Brude- 
nel.' 

' Cjrrus Brudenel ? Cyrus Brudenel ? 
What ? the great SpirituaUst ? ' 

' Yes.' 

' Cyrus Brudenel ! I've heard of him, 
Hetty' — he dropped his voice — 4s there an 
opening ? ' 
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'What?' 

'Is there an opening? He's always re- 
ceiving American Spiritualists. Suppose I 
bring him one ? Do you think you can make 
an opening ? ' 

' No— No—NO; 

She was so fierce that he pushed his chair 
as far back as it would go. 

' Well, don't fly in a man's face. I only 
asked.' 

' Have you anything more to say to me ? ' 
said his daughter. ' Oh ! to see your father 
after all these years.' She sat down and 
burst into tears. 'It's shameful. It's hor- 
rible. And to find that all he thinks about is 
to make money by cheating. • I don't want to 
see you again. I am sorry you came. You 
have made me sick and sorry. Oh ! to think 
that while my mother — poor dear! — has to 
drag on her miserable spirit rapping, my 
father should want to drag me into a worse 
business still, where it is all pretence and 
cheating. If you have no more to say ' — she 
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got up again and composed herself — * you 
will go, perhaps.' 

Her father picked up his hat and retired 
without giving her the paternal blessing, and 
without even a word of farewell. He looked 
very, very insignificant as he walked across 
the hall. The footman allowed him to open 
the door without assistance. He left behind 
him, when he had disappeared, a most evil 
feehng of shame and disappointment. Hetty 
had found her father, and he was a person 
without principles, without morality, without 
manners — a person to be ashamed of. 

Presently Paul himself came down to her 
and sat beside her, and kissed her and com- 
forted her. It^is a truly blessed thing in 
moments of discouragement to have a lover 
to kiss and comfort one. 

^My dear,' he said, *I have seen your 
father. I knew what he was like. Do you 
forgive me for sending him here ^ It was I 
who caused it to be done. I thought that 
you would like to know what he is— and — 
has he been very terrible, dear Hetty ? ' 
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* It is not your fault, Paul, that he is — 
what he is. He wanted me — oh ! he actually 
wanted me to go away and join him in cheat- 
ing. Oh, Paul, he asked me to pretend to 
spiritualistic powers — ^me — and I am engaged 
to you, to you, Paul ! ' 

Paul's cheek flamed for a moment, and his 
lips twitched nervously. 

' Yes, dear, yes ! ' He kissed her. * Oh ! 
Hetty, what matter for your father, what 
matter for anything, so that you love me? 
And now I am stripped of everything and am 
only a common man again.' 

' I do not understand you, Paul.' 

' Only a common man. We must forget 
all the past, Hetty — all— all— all — and begin 
again. I am eager to begin again.' 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE MIEACLE. 

That day again Paul failed to appear at 
dinner. 

His absence completed the consternation 
with which Mr. Brudenel regarded the situa- 
tion. Never, even in the old days, when 
another medium after leading them to what 
seemed solid rock had proved another dis- 
appointment, had^ there been a more gloomy 
meal. All alike, even Cicely, in despair at 
the breaking down of faith, were oppressed 
with fearful forebodings. As for Mr. Brude- 
nel, that Voice to which he hstened in the 
morning was still whispering in his ears that 
the Sages, his new friends, would take him at 
his word, and make him demonstrate to the 
world his. contempt of riches. He looked 
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round his well-appointed table : he thought 
of his house, his habits, his personal comfort, 
and wondered if he could bear the miseries of 
giving them up even for the Higher Planes. 
He looked at his wife — she was in crimson 
velvet, very gorgeous — and he wondered how 
she would feel at beginning the spiritual as- 
cent in rags. He drank a glass of soft, light 
claret, and wondered if there was anything in 
the Ancient Philosophy which would replace 
claret. ' The spirits,' whispered the Voice at 
his ear, * walk hand in hand upon these Higher 
Planes, but they have got no claret. Suppose 
you have been already made to order the sale 
of your lands and of your houses, then you 
will soon know how pleasant life may be with- 
out claret or anything.' Oh, Lord ! without 
anything ! 

Thus this Voice — assuredly one of Ema- 
nuel Chick's neglected Spirits — whispered in 
Ml-. Brudenel's ear. As for Lady Augusta, 
she only feared that her august friend would 
not condescend to do so trivial a matter as 
the money in question. And Sibyl was firmly 
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persuaded that Paul at that very moment Was 
making off with all his might, a bag of gold 
under either arm containing no less than 
seventeen thousand five hundred golden 
sovereigns each, weighing him down to such 
an extent that his Seven-Leagued Boots, with 
all his efforts, were barely covering three and 
a half leagues. Tom was gloomily asking 
himself whether he had made a mistake in 
supposing the man incapable of the lower 
forms of meanness. Lastly, Hetty, pale and 
anxious, was maddening herself with the fear 
that perhaps, in spite of his promises, her 
lover had been called awa;^, made to go away, 
and reduced once more to discipline, order, 
and the rule of celibacy. Oh ! Heaven ! 
Think of a girl just engaged, whose lover has 
to take the vows of ceKbacy! There was 
once a play written on this subject by an 
Elizabethan or Jacobean Dramatist — Peele 
perhaps, or Tourneur, or I know not who. 
He called his Tragedy ' Love's Cherry Bob.' 

' Tom,' said Mr. Brudenel, when they were 
left alone, * I fear the very worst.' 

VOL. II. s 
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* Well, sir/ said Tom, ' now you mention 
it, so do I.' 

* I can hardly sit still in my chair ' — ^Mr. 
Brudenel bounded out of it — ' for the thought 
of what may happen to us all. We are in 
their power — completely in their power. I 
hardly dare to talk of it, for fear of giving 
them offence.' 

* One thing,' said Tom, ' is certain. A 
man cannot take five-and-thirty thousand 
pounds away in gold. The Bank would re- 
fuse to pay so large a sum in specie. Our 
friend may give us trouble, but he cannot 
very well bolt with the swag. Even if he 
drew it short — in notes — we could find it out 
and stop them, I suppose. Yet I don't know. 
What excuse should we put forward ? ' 

' The land may follow the shares, Tom. 
What is to prevent that.^ Why shouldn't 
they make me sign letters of authority to sell 
the land ? ' 

' And then,' Tom continued, ' it may be 
difficult to fix on him alone the three separate 
accounts in the three banks. And it is un- 
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doubtedly awkward that you did give a per- 
sonal introduction and reference for each of 
those three gentlemen/ 

'What may be done with the land and 
the shares/ said Mr. Brudenel, pursuing his 
own line, * may also be done with this very 
house — ^with everything — everything. Good 
Heavens ! We are powerless — ^we may be re- 
duced in a moment to absolute indigence! 
Was there ever a man so powerless ? ' 

' We might employ a detective.' 

* A detective ! What good are all the de- 
tectives in the world when you come to such 
work as this ? Can a detective watch a 
spirit which is invisible, yet has control over 
matter ? ' 

* I think, sir,' said Tom, ' that we are talk- 
ing of different things. I want to procure, if 
I can by any means, that money of Cicely's 
and of mine which is now lying to the credit 
of three gentlemen difficult of access.' 

'And I am thinking that if the money 
goes, the whole of my fortune — all I have, 
may go after it in the same way. How do I 

88 
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know what I have signed besides those 
cheques ? Have I given authority to sell my 
land ? Have I already parted with my house 
and my library? What do I know? Be- 
cause, Tom, this is the strangest thing of all,; 
that I have never been able to remember 
when and for what motive I sold those 
shares ; when or why I signed those cheques ; 
when or why I wrote those letters of recom- 
mendation for three persons — no doubt of 
exalted character.' — Mr. Brudenel looked 
round the room so as to give these spirits, if 
they were listening, the assurance of his pro- 
found consideration — * seeing I have only met. 
one of them in the valleys of Abyssinia, and 
I have never heard of the other two. Oh ! 
I know that the fact cannot be disputed. 
The letters and cheques are all in my hand- ; 
writing.' 

'It is a deuced awkward thing,' said Tom, 
' because, as you say, you may have been 
trapped into writing or signing anything. 
Paul must have great powers.' 

'Paul? Paul h^d nothing to do with it. 
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Paul is only a messenger. You might as 
well suppose that Paul found out the Company 
was shaky. Poor Paul ! with as much know- 
ledge of business as the housemaid.' 

'Well, sir, it seems like advising you to 
lock the stable door when the horse is stolen*; 
but would it not be worth while to sever the 
connection ? 

'What?' 

* Why not bid farewell to the Ancient 
Philosophy, even if you do have to go back to 
the modern Medium ? ' - 

' Tom, do not scoff.' 

' I am not scoffing. I am quite serious 
when I say that if I were you I would post- 
pone the Higher Plane till I got into the next 
world.' 

'I have, I confess,' said Mr. Brudenel, 
' thought of that, I have thought of asking per- 
mission, through Paul, to resign. I would 
resign. My only fear is that I have gone too 
far, and, being saturated with their teaching, 
I may not be permitted to resign.' 
\ 'I would try if I were you,' said Tom, 
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with the least possible ridicule visible in his 
eyes. 

* I may be considered as committed to 
the School. If so, I confess that should the 
Philosophers — as I hope and trust they will 
not do/ — he raised his voice so that there 
might be no mistake in the mind of Msdtre 
Izdk, should that wise man be in the room, — 
' should they, I say, choose to deprive me of 
my fortune, it will only be in accordance with 
their precepts. Perhaps it may be taken mto 
account that I am independent of fortune — I 
want to make no more money ; that I am an 
elderly man of fixed habits which it would be 
difficult to alter ; I want, I really want, my 
little comforts; and in this cold climate a 
man cannot sit on a stile wrapped in a 
sheepskin, and meditate. The misery of the 
ascetic life would destroy the power of medi- 
tation, Tom. It would make the Higher Plane 
impossible. We are not in the East ; I cannot 
go about with nothing on ; I should look a 
fool if I attempted it — and so would Lady 
Augusta. Tom, in the West, a man may 
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be a Philosopher, but he must be respect- 
able/ 

' Why, yes,' said Tom, * the Fakir business 
does not become a frock coat. Fancy St. 
Simeon Stylites in a tall hat ! But there is 
another way out of it. Consider — may not 
Paul himself be a colossal Humbug ? ' 

' No, Tom — no. Certainly not. That is 
impossible.' 

'Consider, sir, you have had many dis- 
appointments before. There have been many 
others in whom, at the time, you firmly be- 
lieved. Yet they turned out impostors, and 
cheated you of your money as well as your 
time. You have yourself often said that the 
ease with which trickery can be' accom- 
plished is the greatest drawback to Spiritual 
Eesearch ' 

' That is quite true. I have said it and 
experienced it. Heaven knows, often enough/ 

* Then, sir, if one, why not the other ? ' 

*No,' said Mr. Brudenel, firmly, *not Paul, 
Any other. But not Paul/ 

' Well, sir/ Tom insisted earnestly, * if I 
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were to bring you proofs — proofs that could 
not be denied that Paul might be — like any- 
other, would you listen ? ' 

' Tom — Tom/ said Mr. Brudenel, with the 
smile of superior knowledge. ' You do not 
know ; you speak out of ignorance. I could 
not waste time even in listening to your 
suspicions.' 

' In that case,' Tom sighed in resignation, 
* let us go into the drawing-room.' 

It was then about a quarter past nine. 
The four ladies, who generally presented the 
appearance of cheerfulness, if not always of 
animation, were sitting in silence: nobody 
played : nobody talked : nobody sung 4 no- 
body laughed. It was a gloomy continuation 
of the gloomy dinner: the melancholy close 
of an anxious day. And everybody listened 
for a footstep which stiU delayed. As for 
Sibyl, she was in that frame of mind which 
impels a person, especially a Cassandra, to 
.spring up before the multitude and cry 
aloud, ' There ! I. told you so ! . All along 
J told you so!' Cassandra was^ a melancholy 
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person at all times — misunderstood, dis- 
believed, mocked, and extremely unpopular. 
But there were moments when she had her 
triumphs, as for example, when she stood 
beside the burning Palace while the Greeks 
were hurrying upon their prey, and caUed 
aloud- to Hecuba and her sisters and the 
shrieking handmaidens, 'There! I told you 
so I All along I told you so ! ' 

Mr. Brudenel took a chair beside his wife 
and sighed profoundly. No one ventured a 
word of consolation or of hope. The situation 
was past both consolation and hope. Tom 
stood outside the ring and fidgeted. Some- 
thing was on his mind ; something beyond the 
cause of the general depression, and it was as 
if he was uncertain how to open the subject. 

Sibyl perceived it and kindly gave him the 
opening. 

' You had something to tell us, Tom,' she 
said. 'Something important about Herr 
Paulus.' 

She said this so softly and with such 
sweetness of manner that everybody perceived 
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at once that something disagreeable was 
coming. 

' Is this a time, Tom/ said Lady Augusta, 
'for telling us that you do not believe in 
supernatural forces ? ' 

' It is a question of perfectly natural 
forces,' Tom repUed. ' Shall I tell you a 
little story of how a man who pretended to 
do miraculous things was watched, and how 
his pretensions were proved to be based on 
tricks ? It is really an interesting story, and 
has a peculiar fitness on an evening like the 
present.' 

' If you mean Paul,' said Cicely, * you had 
better tell your story, and then we can ask 
Paul himself to prove that it is not true.' 

' Very well,' said Tom, ' it is about Paul. 
But perhaps, sir, you object to hear the 
story.' 

* I said I would not waste time in sifting 
so-called proofs. But tell us what you please 
^ — tell us — ah!' — ^Mr. Brudenel sighed again 
— ' tell us what you please.' 

' I am only going to give you the result of 
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certain investigations and experiments I have 
been conducting. From the beginning I mis- 
trusted^ Paul, as I should mistrust any man 
who starts with the pretence of having super- 
natural powers. Personally, I liked him, as 
you know. I thought he was a pretender, 
but of an order quite superior to the common 
run, I warned him that I should watch, and 
he laughed. Well, I have watched, and I 
have been rewarded by the full discovery of 
how it has been done.' 

' That is very curious and interesting.' 
Everybody jumped, because no one had 
observed Paul's entrance. Yet there was no 
pretence at magical appearance. He simply 
opened the door and stepped into the room. 
To be sure he was always noiseless and the 
carpets were thick. 

* The discovery of how it was. done,' Paul 
continued, ' cannot but be extremely interest- 
ing to me, especially because I myself have 
never been able to understand it. And in 
future,' he said, glancing at Hetty, who had 
suddenly recovered and drooped no longer, 
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but sat up with colour in her cheeks and light 
in her eyes, ^ in future, I shall wonder all my 
life, more and more, how it was done, I 
thank you very much for finding out the 
mystery.' 

*You are very welcome,' said Tom. 'I 
will proceed then, in your presence/ 

'In your presence,' echoed Sibyl- the 
Implacable. 

' As the evening draws on, and there is 
something which must be done before we 
separate,' said Paul, * may I ask for the post- 
ponement — only the postponement — for one 
hour— of these revelations ? ' 

' Certainly ; an hour will make no differ- 
ence.' 

Tom even felt reUef at the postponement. 
It is a truly horrid thing to have to tell a man, 
to his face, that he is an impostor. Especially 
is it horrid when that man is beheved in by 
the rest of the household as a Prophet. 

'I have a Message.' Paul looked round 
the circle, addressing all, but resting his eyes 
;On^J\Ir. Brudenpl. 
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This interjection has as many meanings as 
a word in an Arabic Dictionary. Everybody 
said ' Oh ! ' and everybody in the room meant 
a different thing. 

' My Message will not take long. Yet it is 
important. First of all, Miss Brudenel, there 
is a letter for you. Not a letter from 
Abyssinia or Thibet, not a communication 
from the other world.' Paul smiled. ' You 
will not suffer those of the other world to 
communicate with you. It is a letter written 
by a human hand, and it concerns you. This 
is the letter.' 

There were no bells, there was no heavenly 
music, there was no stretching forth of the 
hand suddenly to catch the letter falling from 
the ceiling. Paul simply drew from his breast 
pocket a letter, which he handed to Sibyl. 

And now everybody sat up, roused and 
alert. Lady Augusta caught her husband's 
hand and held it. The action cried aloud as 
plainly as words can speak, 'Heart up; oh, 
thou of -little faith I ' 
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* Hetty,* whispered Cicely, * tell me every-* 
thing he does ; make me see him.' 

'The letter is not for me,' said Sibyl, 
coldly. ' It is for Tom. But — oh ! — ^It is in 
your handwriting, papa/ 

' Mine ? Yes, yes ; I remember.' 

' Will you yourself give it to Tom ? ' said 
Paul. 

Sibyl obeyed, wondering and blushing. 
What should her father write to Tom that 
concerned herself.'^ 

Tom tore the letter open. Then his 
cheeks blazed a rosy red, signifying astonish- 
ment first and joy next, and astonishment 
last. 

' Sibyl ! ' he cried. * Did you know of the 
letter ? Eead it — read it. Oh, sir,' he turned 
to Mr. Brudenel, ' how can we thank you ? 
Lady Augusta, is it to you that we owe this 
letter ? ' 

' To me ? Tom, I do not know the contents 
of the letter.' 

* Mr. Brudenel gives his consent— a thing 
which we did not dare ask of him— to our 
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engagement.' Here he very properly took 
Sibyl's hand and kissed her on the forehead. 

' Your engagement, Sibyl ? ' cried Lady 
Augusta. ' Why, I thought — ^we all thought 
— that the ceUbate life — and with Tom? 
This amazes me I ' 

*I have consented, dear,' her husband 
exclaimed. *It was shown to me that Sibyl 
was more fitted for the domestic than for the 
meditative life. I have consented, since they 
both desire it. But, Tom, if you are a couple 
of paupers — if the principles of the Higher 
Philosophy are to be carried out ' 

* Oh, Papa.' Sibyl threw herself upon his 
neck. * How shall we be paupers when we 
have love ? And Tom will work and become 
a great man. And — and — oh ! ' — she was 
seized with a sudden suspicion — ' tell me. 
You did not write that letter without knowing 
it, did you ? ' 

'No, child, no. I remember perfectly 
why I wrote that letter and when. I wrote it 
in full knowledge. It was explained to me 
that everything was changed. The whole of 
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my previous knowledge — so called — ^was 
vanity, my idea of approaching and com- 
manding the spirits by the help of a Vestal, 
as was practised by the ancients, had to be 
abandoned so far as you are concerned, my 
dear. I was made to understand that you 
had already formed an earthly attachment 
which would be an effectual bar. I consented, 
my dear, to your taking a place upon the 
Lower Planes.' 

' Yes,' said Sibyl meekly, ' we shall be , 
much happier on the Lower Planes.' 

Again Paul, who had retired ^up the 
stage,' stepped forward. 

'You are afraid, Mr. Brudenel, that you 
will be stripped of your possessions. That is 
not so. Our Friends are not cruel. If you 
had been young, like myself, you might have 
had to give up all. Fear nothing. You will 
not be called upon to embrace poverty. It is 
quite true that, under all circumstances, the 
pursuit of riches is contemptible and detest- 
able: it corrupts the soul and destroys the 
development of spiritual insight ; if you had . 
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been engaged in the pursuit of wealth you 
would have had to cease. But you have 
never sought for money ; it has been conferred 
upon you; your possession of wealth has 
enabled you to devote your time to Eesearch. 
A man like you must not become poor.' 

' He must not, Paul- He must not/ 

' Your apprehensions were natural. Hence- 
forth have no fear.' 

He paused and sighed. 

* I am loth to part with my Message,' he 
said, * because to part with it is to surrender 
my past life. That you do not understand: 
However,' he sighed again, ' I have to acquit 
myself of my charge. Miss Brudenel, hete is 
another packet for you ; it contains your 
fortune. And for you, Cicely, is another, 
containing yours. And for you, Tom, an 
envelope containing yours. Do not invest 
your money in commercial companies, and 
do not seek to make more money. You do 
not believe in my Friends, Tom; yet they 
send you . good counsel. Cease merely to 
question Science. Persecute her continually, 

VOL. II. T 
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and never, never try to make your knowledge 
the means of making money/ 

Tom tore open his envelope. There was 
in it a cheque for fifteen thousand pounds 
signed by Izdk Ibn Menelek, payable to order, 
crossed and protected by the magic words 
'Not Negotiable/ Clearly, the Sage of 
Abyssinia understood the forms and customs 
practised in London banks. 

' Lady Augusta,' said Paul. ' My Friends, 
you see, have not deserted you.' 

' Oh ! I said, all along,' murmured Cicely^ 
* that we needed nothing but Faith. I knew 
that we should not be deserted.' 

' Was it probable,' Paul asked, * that 
those who were wise enough to foretell the 
fall of the Company, and thoughtful enough 
not only to cause the shares to be sold out, 
but the proceeds to be lodged in a place of 
safety so that they would not be invested in 
any other dangerous concerns — I say, was 
it probable that these people should not 
restore this money on the day that it should 
fall due to the rightful owners ? ' 



THE MIRACLE 275 

At this point Mr. Brudenel arose and took 
Paul's hand and held it while he pronounced 
over his head, being several inches taller, an 
encomium upon the Ancient Wisdom. You 
have seen how, on a previous occasion, he 
congratulated all the beholders of a certain 
Miracle upon standing on the SoUd Eock. 
This little occasion was to himself and to his 
household of much greater importance. He 
rose to the calls of the situation. , In a short, 
but most eloquent oration, he thanked Paul 
solemnly for the blessings he had brought to 
that household, for his own deUverance from 
superstition, for the Solid Eock of certainty 
which he had substituted for doubt ; for the 
preservation of his wards' and his daughter's 
fortunes in the wreck of the bankrupt 
Company, and, lastly, for the assurance that 
he himself would not be required to carry out 
to their logical end the principles of the 
Ancient Way, as regards the foolishness of 
riches. 

Tom was behind, holding Sibyl by the 
hand. The pair stood with downcast eyes 
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and glowing cheeks. Coals of fire heaped 
upon their heads caused the cheeks of these 
lovers to glow. The enemy had done this, 
the enemy ; the man whom one of the two 
had persistently snubbed, insulted wrongly, 
and unjustly suspected. He had saved her 
fortune and Tom's fortune ; he had caused 
her father to write with his own hand a 
letter of consent to their engagement before 
it had been demanded. Once she raised her 
eyes and looked inquiringly at Tom. He 
understood her and whispered — it was when 
Mr. Brudenel was grappling with the most 

difficult and the most grateful periods 

'Dodo,' he replied. 'Never. Not even 
if I find him making your father go on all 
fours.' We may guess what he meant, but 
there can be no certainty. Perhaps he ex- 
plained to her in these words his intention not 
to expose certain little facts connected with 
Paul which might lend themselves to un- 
favourable conclusions, and turn that Solid 
Eock once more — oh I how often had that 
change happened ! — into yielding quicksands.' 
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' Paul,' said Lady Augusta, when her hus- 
band had finished ; * my dear Paul, how can 
we thank you — ^how can we reward you ? ' 

' I want no thanks,' he replied somew 
sadly. What waa the matter with him ? 
ought to have replied proudly : ' I want 
reward, Lady Augusta ; I have done in 
I came to do. I must go away now.' 
caught Hetty's eye. ' I must soon go av 
My work here is done. I will go, whi] 
leave a kindly memory behind me.' 

'But my teaching — Izdk's teaching,' 1 
Mr. Brudenel. 'I cannot read him ex( 
through you ; and you know— Paul- 
yet ' 

' I know. Izdk Ibn Menelek must w 
iu his own way. My — my hope, Mr. Bn 
nel, is that your recoUections of his tei 
ing will come upon you with a rush. A 
that your progress will be easy and rapid.' 

' You cannot go, Paul. You must not 
said Lady Augusta. ' We have much — ■» 
much — to learn before you go. Stay 1 
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* I cannot teach you any more,' said Paul. 
' I must not stay/ 

' Stay with us/ said Cicely. 

* Stay with us, Paul/ said Sibyl, with 
a blush. It was the first time that she had 
called him by that name. 'Stay with us.' 
She gave him her hand with the gracious 
smile which a beautiful woman keeps for such 
occasions. There was repentance in it, and 
gratitude. * Stay with us, Paul.' 

The young man sighed heavily. He drew 
his hand across his forehead and looked about 
as if in search for something. 

* I will stay a Uttle,' he said, looking at 
Hetty. 'But my work here is finished. I 
will stay until — until I find out what is to be 
done next. My friends — ^Lady Augusta — ^you 
have been very kind to me. I never knew 
before how kind people can be. You re- 
ceived me — a stranger. Well,' he laughed, 
* I have been of some little use to you. 
Emanuel Chick and his Spirits are packed ofil 
The old rubbish is carted away.' 

* You have done much more, much more 
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for us, my dear friend/ said Mr. BrudeneL 
' You have demonstrated the sohdity of our 
Faith ; you have annihilated time and space ; 
you have introduced us to the wisdom of the 
great, the incomparable Izdk Ibn Menelek. 
Tou have placed us firmly on the Sohd 
Eock/ 

* Yes,' Paul replied, in the dry tone which 
is affected by the incredulous. Did he mean 
to bring doubt and suspicion upon his own 
teaching ? 

Well, the play was played ; as there was 
no curtain to drop it remained for the players 
to get off the stage — always a difficult thing 
and one which requires the utmost skill of 
the dramatist to accomplish successfully- 
They lingered. Flatness seemed impending — 
merely to say good-night, after getting back 
all that money, after the solemn assurance 
that Mr. Brudenel was not to become a wan- 
dering Dervish in a ragged black frock coat, 
after his fervid and eloquent oration — I am 
really sorry that there is no room for that 
discourse — after the appeal that Paul should 
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stay with them, would be a plunge, head over 
heels, into bathos. All felt this. Flatness is 
the bane of the domestic drama. There is no 
curtain. There is no getting off the stage 
with a flourish. There are no lines with 
which to conclude. In the real domestic 
drama there is no conclusion. The finest 
situation ends with flatness, and after the 
most moving act the parlour-maid lays the 
cloth for dinner. All felt this — what could 
have been done or said ? I know not. But 
at this moment there were heard voices in 
the Hall. Voices ; and in this House where 
silence was as unbroken as the Law of the 
Medes and Persians. 

*I forgot,* said Paul. 'There was one 
thing that I had to do. Cicely, I have brought 
your brother back to you.' 

'My brother? My brother Percival? 
Oh!' 

'He is outside now. I will call hiin.' 
Paul opened the door. Sir Percival came in 
and stood before theni. 

You have seen him already in the common 
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sailor dress. The man with the weather- 
beaten cheeks and hands bronzed with sun 
and wind. The man with the strange and 
gleaming eyes. The man with the quick 
gestures and the fiery tongue. 

*Percival!* Cicely sprang to her feet, 
holding out her arms. * Percival ! where are 
you?' 

Her brother suffered her to fall upon his 
neck. He allowed her to kiss him. He 
endured her fond words and her endearments. 
But he made no response except that he 
kissed her once upon the forehead. 

* Percival/ said Mr. Brudenel, *you are 
welcome home. I hope you have returned 
home to resume your proper place.' 

'I am about the Master's work,' replied 
the enthusiast. * This house is a house of the 
Devil. Here you inquire of the Oracle and 
seek learning of the witches. I have nothing 
to do with any of this house. Leave me with 
my sister.' 

* Shake hands, Percy,' said Tom. 

^I shake hands with no one. in this house. 
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Leave me, while I inquire concerning the 
safety of my sister's soul.' 

'Do not frighten her, Percival,' said 
Lady Augusta. ' I will give you ten minutes 
with her — no more.' 

They left him alone with Cicely. 

When ten minutes later Lady Augusta 
went back into the room, she found Sir 
Percival on his knees, pouring forth a wild 
prayer for his sister ; wHle Cicely sat trem- 
bhng and terrified, her head in her hands. 

Paul walked home with Hetty. She laid 
her hand upon his arm, and they went 
through the quiet streets together. 

' My heart is fuU of you, Hetty,' said the 
young man. 'I am possessed with you. I 
understand, now, what was meant when I was 
warned not to fall in love. My dear, you 
■have ruined me ; but I love you all the 
aore.' 

' No, Paul, I have not ruined you. I, who 
rould die for you? I have made you lose 
hat Power. I am glad — I am glad.' 

' Yes, dear, it is all lost. I can do no more 
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the things that you have seen me do. I have 
become like other men — as powerless/ 

'Paul, forgive me/ She laid the other 
hand upon his arm. ' Oh ! forgive me. I 
ought not to be glad. But I am. I do not 
mind — not a bit — that you have become Hke 
other men. Eemember what you said to 
Tom when he thought he had lost his fortune. 
Work will bring out your genius as well as 
his. And, besides — oh ! Paul, I hate the 
dreadful hfe of a medium. I should be in 
constant terror lest you should trade upon 
your powers. Now they are gone. I thank 
God, Paul, with all my heart that they are 
gone. I pray that they may never come back 
again.' 

'They never will, Hetty. I am certain 
they never will/ 

' And my love will be just like other men 
— as weak, as bUnd. Just hke other men. 
Oh, my dear, and there will be no other 
women hanging upon his Hps. I shall have 
him all to myself, and as for the other world, 
why * she sighed with relief, ' we shall see 
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the other world with no eyes — oh 1 how hapjJy 
shall I be — except the eyes of Faith I ' 

They were at the door. 

Within, in the front parlour, sat Lavinia 
and Mr. James Berry, inquiring and getting 
a wonderful ' mix ' in the nature of reply. 

Outside, Lavinia's daughter stood praying 
Heaven that communications with the. other 
world were closed. 

'Kiss me yourself, Hetty. Good night, 
my dear. Good night.' 

She went indoors. Paul lingered a 
moment after the door closed, as a lover does 
because the house which contains his girl is a 
sanctuary, and the very doorstep is an .altar. 
Then he, too, turned to go, and stood face to 
face with another girl. 

' Bethiah ! ' he cried. 

'Ziph! Oh! Ziph !— is it— really— is it— 
ZiphionTrinderP' 

END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 
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Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 288. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H.R . Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. Bt Mrs. H. R. 
Haw eis. Demy 8vo. cloth limp, 28.6d. 

Chronicle (The) of the Coach : 

Charing Cross to Ilfracombe. By J. D 
Champlin. With 75 Illustrations by 
Edward L. Chichester. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Clodd. — IVIyths and Dreams. 

By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author 
of "The Childhood of Religions," &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls: 

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Coleman.^Curly: An Actor's 

Story. By John Coleman. Illustrated 
by J. C. DoLLMAN. Crown 8vo, Is. ; 
cloth, l8. 6d. 

Colquhoun.— Every Inch a 80I- 

dler: A Navel. By M. J. CoLfiVBOUil« 
Three Yol8.| crowa 8yo. 
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Collins (Wllkle), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ulastrated, 
8s.M. each ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 
2l. each ; cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Antonlna. Illust. by SirJoHNGiLBBRT. 

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil- 
. BERT and J. Mahomby. 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahonby. 

The Dead Secret, lilustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert. 

Q,ueen of Hearts. lUostrated by Sir 
John Gilbert. 

My Miscellanies. With a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkib Collins. 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 

by G. Du MAURiBRand F. A. Frasbr. 

Man and Wife. Illust. by W. $mall. 

Poop Miss Finoh. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Edward 

HUOHBS. 

Miss or MPS. P With Illustrations by 

S. L. FjLDBs and Henry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G.Du Maurier and C.S.Reinhardt. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 

G. Do Maurier and J. Mahonby. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. FiLDBs and Sydney Hall. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science: A Story of the 

Present Time. 
"I Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 

Little Novels. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 88. 6d. 



Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo- cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
Fpom Midnight to Midnight. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Collins (Mortimer 8c Frances), 

Novels by : 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
Blacitsmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play Me False. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2f . each. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 



Collins (C. Allston).— The Bai* 

Slnistsp: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,2s . 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
SHppers,'*and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of Georgb Col- 
HAN. With Life by G. B. Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Cathbkinb 
Ryan . Crown 8vo, la. ; cloih , 1b. 6d._ 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 
Oemonology and Devil-Lore. Two 

Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illusts., 288. 
A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 

bv W. J. Henhbssy. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s. 
Pine and Palm: A Novel. Two Vols., 

crown 8vo. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
Hours with the Players. With a 

Steel Plate Frontispiece. 
Nights at the Play : A View of the 

English Stage. 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Foster's Daughter, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2b. 

Copyright. —A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Jerrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances 

of the West of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Craddock. — The Prophet of 
the Great Smoky Mountains. By 
Charles Egbert Craddoqk. Post 
8to, illus. bds., 28 cloth lip>p, 28. Gd . 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of "The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits. 78. 6d. "» * • 4 
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Cruikshank (George): 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series : The First from 1835 
to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 
i$53. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May- 
HEW, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel EnKravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 7b. 6d. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By 
Blanch ARD Jerrold, Author ol 
" The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
j7 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruikshank, choicely 
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
78. 6d. ' 

i 

Cumming(C. F. Gordon ),Wopk8 

by: 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. each. 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page Illus- 
trations. 

Inthe Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSB., &c. By John £. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boa rds, 28. 

Daniel. — M^errie England in 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik- 
su. MK. Crown bvo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. 

Daudet.— The Evangelist; or, 

Port Salvation. By Alphonsb 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
Melt^er. With Portrait of the 
Author. 9*^own 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2b. 



Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, 1b. each; cloth limp, 
Is. 6d. each. 
One Thousand IMedical Maxims. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, li. • 
cloth limp. 2b. 6d. ' 



Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
introduction and Notes, by the Rev 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Iwo Vols.'. 
_crown 8 vo, clo th boards, 12s. 



De Maistre— A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier db Maistre. 
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6cL 

De Mille — A Castle In Spain: 

A Novel. By James De Mille. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
ext ra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2b. 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 28. each. 
Sketches by Boz. i Nicholas NIclcleby. 
Piclcwick Papers. | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens, 
1841-1870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hernk Shep- 
herd. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 68.— Also 
a Smaller Edition, in the May/air 
Library, Post 8vo, cloth liuip, 28. 6dL 

About England with Dickens. - By 
Alfred Rimmbr. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vandbrhoof, Alfred 
RiMMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra. IPs. 6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of IMIracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. ; hf.-bound, 9b. 

The Reader's IHandbook of Allu* 
sions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the I\ev. E. C. Brewer. 
LL.D. With an Appendix, contain- 
ing a Complete English Bibliography. 
Eleventh Thousand. Crown 8vo, 
1.400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook. "^ sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr. 
Brewer. Crown 8vo, cloth Ump, 2b. 
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DiCTioNARiKt, continued^ 

Famlllap Short Sayings of Qraat 
Men. With Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent, 
M.A. Fifth Edition, revised and 
enlari;ed. Cr.Svo, cloth extra,78.6d. 

A Dictlonapy of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwright8,Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half* 
bound, 128. 6d. {/n preparation. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, clot^ extra, 68. 6d. 

Women of the Day : A Biographical 
Dictionary. BypRANCES Hays. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases : A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. S vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; hf.-bd.. 8 8. 

Diderot. — The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's *'Le Paradoxe sur le 
Com6dien," by Walter Herries 
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry 
Irving. Cr. Svo, jnparchment, 48. 6d. 

Do'bsori (W.'T.), Works by~i 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 

and Frolics. [cities. 

Poetical Ingenuities and E ccentri" 

boran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illusts. New and 
Cheap er E dit. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of tlie^ 

Being a comprciiensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
" Reader's Handbook.") Crown Svo, 
hal f-bound, 128. 6d. [In preparation. 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo« 

cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 6s. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. 
Edit, by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols. 

Chapman's Worl<s. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
byA.C. Swinburne; Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 



Dramatists, The Old, eontinuid>-^ 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Vignette Por- 
traits, 68. per Volume. 
Marlowe's Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by CoI.Cummimg- 
HAM. One Vol. 
Massinger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Col. 
C unningham. On e Vol. 

Dyer. — The Folk - Lore of 

Plants. By Rev. T. F. Thisblton 
Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. [In preparation. 

Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A.B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
Svo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert (Lord) of Cherbury'sPoeme. 
Edit., with Introd., by J. Churton 
Collins. Cr. 8vo, parchment, 88. 

Edgcumbe. — Zephyrus : A 
Holiday In Brazil and on the River 
Plate. By E. R. Pearcs Edgcumbe. 

* With 41 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, Ss. 

Edwardes(Mrs.A.), Novels byT 

A Point of Honour. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Archie Level I. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 
38 . 6d. ; post 8v o, illust. bds., 2s. 

Eggieston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 
Edward Egglbston. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2 8. 

Emanuel.— On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 

Worlcs by: 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuarl, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

stories fn^om the State Papers. 
With aa Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

studies Re-studied: Historical 
Sketches from Original Sources. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12i. 
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Eyes, Our: How to Preserve 

Them from Infancy to Old Age. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. Siztn 
Edition (Eleventh Thousand). With 
58 Illust ration s. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ig. 

Fairholt.— Tobacco : Its His- 
tory and Associations ; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With upwards of 100 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



Familiar Siiort Sayings of 

Great Men. By Samubl Arthur 
Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised 
and Enlarged. Crown 8vO| cloth 
extra. 78. 6d. 

Faraday (IVIichael), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of a Candle: 

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience at the Royal Institution. 

Edited by William c5rookbs, F.CS. 

With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, 

and their Relations to each other: 

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience at the Royal Institution. 

Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. 

With numerous Illustrations. 

Farrer (James Anson), Works 

by: 
Military Manners and Customs. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
War: Three Essays, Reprinted from 
" Militarv Manners." Crown 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Fin-Bee — Tlie Cupboard 

Papers : Observations on the Art oi 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Beg. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Firewori<8rTlie CompieteArt 

of Making; or. The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. A New Edition, Re- 
vised throughout and greatly Enlarged. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 53. 

Fitzgerald ( Percy j7Wori<8 by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man; 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

A Day's Tour: A Journey through 
France and Belgium. With Sketches 
in facsimile ot the Original Draw- 
ings. Crown 4to picture cover. Is. 



Fitzgerald (Percy), continued — 
Fatal Zero : A Homburg Diary. Cr. 
8vo, clo th eftra. 38. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantonne. 

Fletclier's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds., 68. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy Lucre: A 

Novel. By Albany ds Fonblanqub. 
Post 8vo . illustrated boards. 23. 

Francillon (RT~E.'), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illust. boards. 28 each. 
One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Queen Cop hetua. | 

Oiympla. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

Frederic. — Seth's Brother's 

Wife : A Novel. By Harold Frederic 
Two Vols., crown 8vo. 

French Literature, History of 

By Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy 8vo. cl. bda.. 7s. 6a. each . 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.L, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Friswell.— -Oneof Two: ANovel. 

By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated b o ards, 2 8. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Cor\Jurers. 
The Old Shopmen and the Old 
LondonFalrs^ 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide 

to the London Charities, 1887-8. 
Showing their Name, Date of Founda- 
tion,Objects, Income,Officials,&c. Pub- 
lished Annual ly. Cr. 8vo, cloth, iB. 6d. 

Gardening Bool<s: 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp. Is. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By Georoe Glbnny. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook TheiOt 
By Tom Jsrrolo, 
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Gardbnino Books, continued^ 
Post 8to, II. each ; cl. limp, ll. 6d. each. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jame 
Jbrrold. Illostrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByF.G. Heath. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. ; gilt edges, 6s. 

Qarrett.— The Capel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrett, Cr.Svo, 
cl. ex., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

Qentleman'8 Magazine (The). 

One Shilling Monthly. In addition to 
the Articles upon subjects in Litera- 
ture, Science, and Art, for which this 
Magazine has so high a reputation, 
''Science Notes," by W. Mattieu 
William s,F.R.A.S.,and 'Table Talk," 
by Sylvanos Urban, appear monthly. 
♦»*i^ow ready, the Volume for }vi.y to 

December, 1887, cloth extra^ price 88. 6d. 

Cases Jor bindings 28. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The) for 

1887. Consisting of one entire Novel, 
entitled The Golden Hoop: An After- 
Marriage Interlude. By T.W.Speight, 
Author of "The Mysteries ot Heron 
Dyke." Demy 8vo, picture cover, l8. 

[Nov. 10. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, an 1 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Rusein. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, Bb. 6d. ; gilt edges. 78. 61. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 



Robin Gray. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the 

Meadow. 
The Flower of the 

Forest. 



Braes of Yarrow. 
A Heart's Prob- 
lem. 
TheGoidenShaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
For Lack of Gold. 
For the King, i InPasturesGreen. 
In Love and War. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Heart's Delight. TPreparing, 



Gilbert (William), Novels by: 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each 
Dp. Austin's Quests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 



Gilbert (W. 8.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains— The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charitv — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains— Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen — DanTDruce — ^Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Penzance. 

Eight Original Comic Operas. Writ- 
ten by W. S. Gilbert. Containing: 
The Sorcerer— rf. M.S. «* Pinafore" 
—The Pirates of Penzance— lolanthe 
— Patience — Princess Ida — The 
Mikado— Trial by Jury. Demy Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6a. 



Glenny.— A Year's Work In 
Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glenny. Post Svo, l8.; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Godwin.— Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. By William Godwin. 
Post Svo. limp. 28. 



Golden Library, The: 

Square x6mo (Tauchnitz sizeX cloth 

limp, 28. per Volume. 
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 

Echo Club. 
Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 

of England. 
Bennett's (Dp.) Songs foi* Sailors. 
Byron's Don Juan. 
Godwin's (William) Lives of the 

Necromancers. 

Holmes 8 Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. Introduction by Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Mai lory's (Sir Thomas) IMort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
GOHBRis Ranking. 
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Golden Library, Thb, contimud-^ 
•Square i6mo, 28. per Volume. 

Paaeal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
ductionand Note8,byT.M'CBXB,D J>« 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rociiefouoauid's IVIaxIms and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Bssay by Saintb-Bbuts. 

8t. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
Tiie Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarkb. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An Ekcyclopadia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited bv 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt and gilt edges, 71. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professor's 

Wife : A Story. By Leonard Gbahaii. 
Fcap. 8ve, picture cover. Is. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of tiie, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFFER. 545 Illusts. New and 
Cheaper Edit., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. 

Greenaway (Kate) and Bret 

H arte.— Tiie Queen of the Pirate 
isie. By Bret Harte. With 25 
original Drawings by Kate Green* 
away, Reproduced in Colours by E. 
Evans. Sm. 4to, bds., 58^ 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

Crown 8vO. cloth extra, 81. 6d. each. 
The Wilds of London. 
Low-Life Deeps: An Account ol the 
Strange Fish to be Foun d There. 

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History oi Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Aoassiz, Pierce, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 48. 6d. 

Habberton (John), Author of 

" Helen's Babies," Novels by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2f . each ; 

cloth limp. 28. 6d. each. 
Brueton'e Bayou. 
Country Lucl<. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNCUs. CrowQ Svo, 18,; doth, l8. 6a. 



Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Si. esch. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 8s. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshanx. Medium Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Halllday.— Every.day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post Svo, 
illustrated boa rds, 28. 

Handwritlng~The~Philo8bph^ 

of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix db 
Salamanca. Post Svo, cl. limp, 28. 6d. 

Hanky.Panky: A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. CfREM er. With loo 
Illusts. Crown Svo. cloth extra.4g. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady Dutrus). — Paul 

Wynter's Saorlflce: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 28. ] 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd." With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 8d. ; post 
Svo. illustrated boards. 28. 

Harwood. — The Tenth Earl. 

By J. Berwick Harwood. Post Svo 
illustrated board s, 28. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustratsd 
cover, l8. ; cloth liinp. Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
Coloured Frontispiece and Illusts.Ss. 

The Art of Decoration. Square Svo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, lOs. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children; A Golden 
Kev. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, te. 

Chauoer for Schools. Demy Svo, 
cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists: Washinoton Irving, 
Oliver Wendell Holmes, Tames 
Russell Lowell, Artemus ward, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. By 
Rev. H. R. Haweis, M. A« Cr. Svo, 61. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Hawthorne.— Tangle wood 

Tales for Girls aod Boys. By 
Nathaniel Hawthorns. With nu- 
merous fine Illustrations by G. Whar- 
ton Edwards. Large 4to, clotn extra, 
lOi. 6d. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3l. fid. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 

Garth | Sebastian Stroma. 

Ellice Quentln. | Dust. 

Prince Saronl's Wifis. 

Fortune' s Fool. \ Beatrix Randolph. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 6d. each. 
Miss Cadogna. 
Love — or a Name. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll. 



Hays.— -Women of the Day: A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 58. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis George Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 5g. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges. 68. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Animals and their Masters. 
SocleU Pressure. 



Ivan de BIron : A NoveL Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 



Herman. — One Traveller Re- 
turns: A Romance. By Henry Her- 
man and D. Christie Murray. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown Svo, clotb,188. 

Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst von), Works by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Psmy Svo, cloth extra, 
14«. yn prep<tration. 



Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churtom Collihs. 
Crown Svo, bound in parchment, SB. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. Sd. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Savings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Qabs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. Post Svo, illus- 
trated IJoa rds, 28. ^ 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by: 

The Autocrat of the BrecdcfSast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. — Another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2l. 

The Professor at the BreakfBtst* 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
Svo, cloth lim p, 28. 

Holmes. — TFe Science of 
Voice Production and Voice Preser* 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Sv o, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream ot the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Bron- 
TON and £. C. Barnes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 68. 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 

morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Hooper. — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper, 
Post 8vq, illnstrated boards, 2|. 
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Hopkins—" Twixt Love and 

Duty : " A Novel. By Tighb Hopkins. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. ; post 8vo 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Home. — Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hbn- 
GisT HoRNB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown Svo, 
cl oth extra, 7a. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered: Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain. By Geo. Howell 
M.P. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thorntcpoft'8 Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That othep Person. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt.' 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olubr. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Hydrophiobia: an Account of M. 
Pasteur's System. Containing a 
Translation of'^all his Communications 
on the Subject, the Technique of his 
Method, and the latest Statistical 
Results. By Rbnaud Suzor, M.B., 
CM. Edin., and M.D. Paris, Commis- 
sioned by the Government of the 
Colony of Mauritius to study M. 
Pasteur's new Treatment in Paris. 
With 7 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Tndoor Paupers. By One of 

Them. Crown 8vo, is, ; cloth, 18. 6d . 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8ve, 
illustra te d boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited bv A. Per- 
ceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d^ 

Irving — Tales of a Ti%.veller. 

By Washington Irving. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 

Janvier. — Practical Keramlcs 

for Students. By Catherine A« 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fa. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each* 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught 



JefTeries (Richiard), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air 

Nature neap London. Crown SrOf 
cloth extia, 68.; post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Curiosities of CHtiolsm. PostSro, 

cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: • 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth, l8. 6d. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 

about Flowers. Illustrated. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 

we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Epward 
Jessb. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

I Jeux d' Esprit. Collected and 

Edited by Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Egg;s, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Rei^ia in all Times and Conn- 
tries. With One Hundred Ulas- 
trations. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv Wiluaii 
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately, 68. each. 

Josephus,TheCompleteWork8 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews •'^and " The Wars ef the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 5a Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 148. 

Kempt. — Pencil and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert 
Kempt. Post 8vo, clotb limp, 2i 6d. 
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BOOKS I U BUSH ED BY 



Kershaw. — Colonial Facts and 

Fictions: Humorous Sketches. By 
Mark Ksrshaw. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2l. 6d. 

king (R. Ashe), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illastrated boards, 28. each. 

ADrawnOame. 

"The Wearing cf tha Of^^M** 

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by: 

Oakshott Castle Post 8to, illus- 
trated boards, 81^ 
, Number Seventeen. Crown 8 vo, cloth 
extra, 8l. Sd. 

knight.— The Patient's Vade 

Mecum: How te get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
KNmHT, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, l8. ; 
cloth. Is. Bd. 

Lamb (Charles) : 

Lamb'e Cemplete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 
nirial Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Sheehard. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr.8vo,cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 

Poetry, for Children, and Prince 
Dprus. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fiflly reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. . By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz- 
gerald.' Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 
_ _ ■ - - ■ - " 

Lar\e's Arabian Ntghts, &c. : 

The 'Thousand and On^ Nights: 
commonly called, in England, "Tub 

ARABIAN NjGHT^* . EnTERTAIN- 

irfENTs."* A New Translation from 
the' Arabic, With Copious Notes, by 
E1o,Ward William Lane. Illustrated 
biy 'ihany hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from Original Designs by 
Wkc Harvey. A New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
editfed by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley PooLE. With a Preface by 
S'tA'NLEY Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8Vo,' cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

Arabian Society In the Middle Agee: 

Studies from "The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edwaud William 
Lane, Author of '• The Modern 
Egyptians," &c. Edited bv Stanley 
Lane-Poolb. Cr.8T0, cloth extra, 68. 



Lares and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Flobbncb 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SB. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of tho London PaHco. 
With lUustratians. Crown 8y6, cloth 
extra. Si. M. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
Foreneic Anecdotes. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. 



Si. SO. each. 



Life In London ; or, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank's lUnstrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
78. 6d. 

LInskill.— In Exchange for a 

Soul. By Mary Linskill, Author of 
"The Haven Under the Hill," &c. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. M. each. 
Witch Stories. 

The True Story of Joshua DavWoon 
Ourselves •' Essays, on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
Patricia Kembail. 
The Atonement of Learn Ouiulaa. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Sllicen Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love !" \ lone . 

Paston Carew, Millionaips and 
Miser* Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. 

Carefiilly Reprinted ftom th« OrigiiMi 
Editions. With numerous fine lUnstf a- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical. 

Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. £. 
Daviks, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 28. : 
cloth limp, 28. 61. 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Hbnrt W. Lucy. Crown Svo,. 
cl. ex., 38. 6d.; post 8vo,illust. bds., 28. 

Luslad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenseriaa 
Verse by Robert Ffrengh Duff. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen fall-pagt 
Plates, cloth boards, 188. ^ 
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Macalplne. — Teresa Itasca, 

and other Stories. By Avbst Mac- 
ALPiNK, CrowB Svo, bound in canvasi 



McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works 

by: 

A History of Oui» Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.— Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols. cr. Svo, cl. extra, 6s. each. 
—And a Jubilee Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 
1886, complete in Two Vols., square 
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. [Vol. I. now ready. 

Crown SvOj cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdaie Neighbourly 
A Fair Saxon. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. 
Camloia : A Girl with a PortuMt 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

LInley Rochford. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

''The Right Honourable:" A Ro- 
mance of Society and Politics. By 
Justin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs. 
Campbbll-Prabo. New and Cheaper 
Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, 65. 

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.), 
Worlcs by: 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Ireland since the Union : Sketches 
of Irish History from 1798 to x8S6. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Case for Home Rule. Crown 
Svo, doth extra, 5s. 

England under Gladstone, 18S0-66. 
Second Edition, revised. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Doom ! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 
Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6a. 

bur Sensation Novel. Edited bv 

{usTXN H. McCarthy. Crown Svo, 
8.; cloth, Is. 6d. 

. HafiK In London. Choicely printed. 
Small Svo, gold cloth, Sg. 60. 



MacDonald.— Works of Fancy 

and Imagination. By George Mac* 
DONALD, LL.D. Ten Volumes, in 
handsome cloth case, 2l8. Vol. i. 
Within and Without. The Hidden 
Life.— Vol. 2. The Disciple. The 
Gospel Women. A Book of Sonnets, 
Organ Songs.— Vol. 3. Violin Songs. 
Songs of the Days and Nights. 
A Book OF Dreams. Roadside Poems. 
Poems for Children. Vol. 4. Para- 
bles. Ballads. Scotch Songs. — 
Vols. 5 and 6. Phantastes: A Faerie 
Romance.— Vol. 7. The Portent.— 
Vol. 8. The Light Princess. The 
Giant's Heart. Shadows.— Vol, 9. 
Cross Purposes. The Golden Key. 
The Carasoyn. Little Daylight. — 
Vol. 10. The Cruel Painter. The 
Wowo* RivvEN. The Castle. The 
Broken Swords. The Gray Wolf, 
Unclb Cornelius. - 

The Volumes are also sold separately 
in Grolier-pattem cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 



Maodonell. — Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. Bv Agnes Macdonell. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. ' 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Playeps. Notes on Popular Gathes. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post Svo* 
cloth limp, 28. 6 d. ' 

Mackay .—-Interludes and Un- 

deptonee ; or, Music at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra , 68. ^ 

Macllse Portrait-Qallery (The) 

of IllustPlous Llterapy Cliapactepa; 
with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, ana Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Macquotd (Mrs.), Works by: 

Square Svo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. each. 

In the Apdennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Plotupee and Legends from Nop- 
mandy and Bplttany. With numer- 
ous lUusts. by Thomas R. Macquoid 

About Yopkehipe. With 67 Ilfustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoip . 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d: each. 

Thpough Nopmandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations by T. R. Macquoid. 

Through Bplttany. With numerous 
Illustra tions by T. R. Macquoid 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each* 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 

Lost Rose.- 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Magician's Own Book (The): 

Performances with Cups ana Balis. 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Crsmxr. With 200 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4g. 6d. 

Magic Lantern (The), and its 

Management: including full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 

?reparing Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
Ibpworth. With lo Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, ll. ; cloth, Is. 6 d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in- the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by s feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 6a. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 28. 

The New Paul and Virginia; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post Sto, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poeme. Small 4to, in parchment, 88. 

le Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mallory'8 (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Momtgombrib Ramkino. 
Poet 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twaln« 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship '* Quaker 
City's" Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations^ Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. — Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain's Plbasurb 
Trip "),post 8vo, iilust boards, 28. 

Roughing It, and The Innocents at 
Home. With aoo Illustrations by F. 
A. Frasbr. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. od. 

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and Charlks Dudlbt Warnbr. 
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 
With III Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 78. 6d.~Cheap £dition| 
l>ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
iif>^ I ly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
ciuih extra, 78. 6d. 



Mark Twain's Works, co»<w»««f— 

A Tramp Abroad With 3»4 Ulust^. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.— Cheap 
Edition, post 8vo, iilust. bds., 28. 

The Stolen White Elephant, &o. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Life on the Mississippi. With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.~Cheap Edi- 
tion, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Adventuree of Huckleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations bv 
E. W. Kbmblb. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 78. 6d.~Cheap Edition, post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Mark Twain's Library of Humour. 
With numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 78. 6d. ^Preparing. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cun- 
NiNGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boaurds, 28. each. 
Open I Se same! | Writte n In Fire. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Gate. 
A Little stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 

Masslnger's Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifford. Edited 

bv Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 

Masterman. — Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. By T. Master- 
man. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Matthews.^A Secret of the 

Sea, &o. By Brandbr Matthews. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28 ; doth, 
28. 6d. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2». 6d. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavier de Maistrb. Translated 

by Henry Attwell. 
Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 

W. Davenport Adams. 
The Agony Column of "The Tlmee,** 

from 1800 to TB70. Edited, with an 

Introduction, by Alice Clat. 
Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular 

Abridement of *' Barton's Anatomy 

of Melancholy." 
Gastronomy ae a Fine Art By 

Brillat-Savarin , 
The Speeches of Charles Dlckena. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Foille% 

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 
Poetical ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 

Dobson. 
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Matpair Library, continued'^ 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 61. per Vol. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert, 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert 
Second Series. Containing: Broken 
Hearts — Engaeed — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Danl Dmce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcbval 

^^ RAVES 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 

Arthur Helps. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Hbx,p8. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Hbmrt 

J. Jennings. 
The Autocrat of the Br«akfast-Table 

By Oliver Wbndbll Holmes. II- 

Instrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 
Pencil and Palette. By Robbrt 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitbgbrald. 

Forensle Anecdotes; or, Hnmonr and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men o2 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. . „ 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Hbmrt S. 
Leioh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By B. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Stories. By B. Ltnm Linton. 

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 
E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Players. By Robbrt 
Macgrbgor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
. W. H. Mallock. 

New Republic. By W. H. Mallock. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmondb* 
lev-Pen NELL. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol- 
mondelby-Pennbll. Illustrated by 
George Du Mauribr. 

Muses of Mayfalr. Edited by H. 
Cholmondblby-PbnmblZw 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 

Punlaiia. By the Hon. Hugh Rowlbt. 
More Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix db Salamanca. 
By Stream and Sea. By William 

Old Stories Rs-told. By Waltbb 

Thornbury. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Not«- 

Book. By Dr. Amdkbw Wilsom. 



Mayhew.— Lo idon Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo 

clo th extra. 38. 6d. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surreal 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies, 
L.R.C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo. Is. ; cl.. la. 6d. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book ot 
New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 48. 6d. ^ 

Mexican Mustang (On a), 

through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas 
Siftings." With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Mlddlemass (Jean), Novels by 

Post 8yo, illustrated boards. 2l. each. 
T ouch and Go. I Mr.PorllHon. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young: or, The House of Life: Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Ihreservation of Health. For 
Classes and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick 
Miller. Small 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 
Sm. 8vo, l8. each ; cloth ex., Is. 6d. each. 
The Hygiene of the SIcln. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions *^or Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c. 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. 

Moiesworth (Mrs.).— Hather- 

court Rectory. By Mrs. Moles- 
woRTH, Author of "The Cuckoo 
Clock," &c. Cr. Bvo, cl. extra, i s. SO. 

MoncriefP. — The Abdication ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirter, A.R.A.,Colin Hunter, 
A.R.A.. R. Macbbth, A.R.A.,andToM 
Graham, R.S.A. Large 4to, bound in 
buckram, 218, 



Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
po8t8vo, illustrated boards. 28. each. 
A Life's Atonement. -—^ •- -^•- 
Joseph's Coat. 



By the Gate of the Sea. 



Val Stpantfa. 



A Model Father 
Coals of Fire. 



Hearts. 



z8 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Murray (D. C.^, continutd— 
Crown 8vo, clotn extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, Ss. each. 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular. 

Cynic For tune. 

Old Blazer's Hero. With Three Illus- 
trations by A. M cCoRMicK. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, 69. 

One Traveller Returns. By D. 
Christie Murray and Hbmry Her- 
MAN. Cr. Svo. cl. ex.. 6g. 

Rorth Italian Folk. By Mrs. 
CouYNS Carr. Illust. by Randolph 
C alpecott. Sq. Svo, cl. ex.. 7». 6d. 

Novelists. ~ Half-Hours with 
the Best Novelists of the Century : 

ChoiceReadings from the finest Novels. 
Edited, with Critical and Biographical 
Notes, by H. T. Mackenzie Bell. 
Crown Svo, cl . ex. , 38. fifd. [preparing. 

INursepy Hints: A Mother's 
Guide in Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Davies,L.R.C.P. Cr.Svo. l8. ; cl., l8.6d. 

O'Connor. — LordBeaconsfield: 

A Biography. By T. P.O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

O'Hanlon. — The Unforeseen: 

A Novel. By Alice O'Hanlon. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Post Svo, illus- 
tratedboards, 2b. 

(Jliphant (Mrs.) Novels by : 

Whiteladles. With Illustrations by 
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woods. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6A.} 
post Sv o, illustrated boa rds, 28. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. each. 

The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Heiress In England. 

O'Keilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post Svo, illus trated boards, 28. 

O'Shaughnessy (A.), Works bV: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. Svo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
Musio and Moonlight. Fcap. Svo, 

cloth extra, 78. Gd. 
Lays of France. Cr.Svo, cl. ex.,108 . 6d. 

Ouida, Novels by. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 58. each ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strath more. 
Chandoe. 
Under Two Flags. 
Ceoil Castle- 

malne's Qage. 
Idalla. 



Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Fofle Farlne. 
TwoLfttleWooden 
Shoes. 

A Dog of Flanders. 
Paedarel. 



Ouida, continued'- 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 58. each; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 



SIgna. I Ariadne. 
In a Winter City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. I BImbl. 
Piplstrello. 
In Maremma. 



A Village Conv 

mune. 
Wknda. 

Frescoes. [ine. 
Princess Naprax- 
Othmar. 



Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works oi Ouida by F. 
Sydney litoRRis. Sni.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,68. 



Pag 



e (H. A.), Works by : 
Thoreau : His Life and Alms : A Study. 
With Portrait. Post8vo,cl.Ump,28.6d. 
Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By tne late T. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
Animal Anecdotes. Arranged on a 
New Principle. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 5s. 



Parliamentary Elections and 

Electioneering In the Old Days (A 
History of). Showing the State of 
Political Parties and Party Warfare at 
the Hustings and in the House of 
Commons from the Stuarts to i.^^ueen 
Victoria. Illustrated from the original 
Political Squibs, Lampoons, Pictorial 
Satires, and Popular Caricatures of 
the Time. By Joseph Grrgo, Author 
of "Rowlandson and his Works," 
••The Life of Gilh-ay," &c. A New 
Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, with 
Coloured Frontispiece and loo lUus- 
trations, 78. 6 d. [Preparing, 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crib, 
P.P. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to get most Benefit from Medical 
Advice. By W. Knight, M.R.C.S.,and 
!£. Knight, L. R.C.P. Cr.8vo. ls.;cl. 1/ 6. 

Paul Ferrbll: 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Ferroll i A Novel. 
Why Pa.ul Ferroll Killed his Wife . 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Walter's Word. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 
By Proxy. | High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 
AConfldentlai Agent. 
Some Private Views. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
For Cash Only. | From Exile 
• The Canon's Ward. 
The Talk of the Town. 
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Payn (James), continued^ 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Si. each. 
Kit: A Memory. | Carlyon's Year. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentinck'sTutor.lMupphy'tMattap. 
What He Cost Her. 
Fallen Fortunes. I Halvaa. 
A County Family. | At Her Mtpoy. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
Cecil's Tryst. 
The Clyffards of ClyfTe. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
The Foster Brothers.) Found Dead. 
Qwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mirk Abbey. | Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hun dred Pounds R eward. 

In Peril and Privation: Stories of 
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book 
for Boys. With numeroas Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 68. 

Holiday Tasks : Being Essays written 
in Vacation Time. Crown 8ve, 68, 

Glow-worm Tales. Cheaper Edition, 
crown 8ve, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Patersom. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 28 . 

Pears. — The Pr^esent Depres- 
sion In Trade : Its Causes and Reme- 
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays 
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin 
GoADBY and William Watt. With 
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Leone 
Levi. F.S.A., F.S.S. Demy 8vo, l8. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus, with Illustrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten foil- 
page lilnsts. by G. Du Mauriek. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Soci£t6, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pennell. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Worke by: 

Post 8vo, l8. each ; cL Ihnp, l8. 6d. each. 
Beyond the Gates. By the Author 

of "The Gates Ajar.»' 
An Old Maid's Paradise. 
Burglars i n Paradise. 

Jack the Fisherman. With Twenty- 
two Illustrations by C. W. Reed. 
Cr. 8vo. picture cover, 18. ; cL l8. 6fl. 

Plrkis (C. U), Novels by: 

Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8yo, 

picture cover. Is. 
Lady Lovelace. Post Svo, illnstrated 

boards, 21. [Prepanngt 



Planch6 (J. R.), Works by : 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Pacts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 300 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to xSto. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by nls 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarnbss. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lanqhorne. Two Vols., 
8vQ, cloth extra, with Portraits. 108. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Allan):—- 
The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
oth er Stories. Post 8vo. illust.bqs.,28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 

Praed (Mrs.CampbellO'-'"The 

Right Honourable:'* A Romance of 
Society and Politics. By Mrs. Camp- 
bell-Pracd and Justin McCarthy, 
M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Vaiontlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Riva l. 

Gerald. Post 8vo, illost. boards, 28. 

Princess Olga— Radna ; or. The 
Great Conspiracy of 1881. By the 
Princess Olga. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 

Proctor (RIchd. A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of the SIcy. With 55 IHnsts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extia, 48. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With SUr Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, Ac. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Saturn and its System. New and 
Revised Edition.with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6b. 

Mysteries of Time and Spaoe. With 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and ether 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Solenoa 
Worlcers. Crown 8vo, l8. 6d. 
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Rabelais' Works. 



Palthfally 



Rambosson.—Popular- Astro- 



id Chan of Speci 



Re&de (ChaPlBS), Novels by : 

Cr. Svo, clotb aura, illiutrated^.M. 
Peg Wofflngton. IlluBtiBled by S. l! 
Chrlatle'johniton*. mmtralsd b]r 
It la Never T^ Lata to Mend. II- 



on*. »■ 



Foul Play. Illusl. by 
Put Yourself In Hli 
IralEd by Robert B/ 

^b^EDw.HTT?""'"" 

H° S.'l.'Fi 



Heir. Illnstcaled by 



A wXan^Hator. Illnat, by'r" 
[ifaller-ot-facl Romance, lUuamii 



Readsp's Handbook (The) of 

Allualons, Retepencet, ^lota, Bnd 



Cr. Sro, 1,400 pages, cloth a 



Cf.g 

Rice (Portrait of James). — 

Specially elched by Daniel A. Wehr. 
BCHUiDT for Ihe New Library Edition 
of Be^INT and Rice's Novels. A f mr 
Pioofs before Lettets bave been taken 



Riohardson A Minl8tr>y of 

Health, and other Papers. Bv Bkh- 
jiHiN Ward Hichabdbob, M.fa.. 4o. 
C rown Bvo, c loth e»tra. B«. 

filddell (Mps^J. H,), Novels by: 



Walea'a GKpdeti Party. 



IP (Alfred), Works by; 



Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

37 Woodcuts and t'wo Steal PJalw'bT 
GEOROiCRiiiK3HANX,cboicelyptintia, 
Crown avo,elotbe.lra. 7s. Ml 



Robinson (Phil), Works by: 



Rochefoucauld's 



Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 



, KandiomelypiintediSt. 
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Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With 

numeroas Illustrations. 
More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Runciman (James), Stories by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; 

cloth limp, 28. 6d each. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 

Russell (W. Clark), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each ; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Round the Galley-Fire. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In the M iddle Watch. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. eacht 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book f or the Hammo ck. 

The Frozen Pirate, the New Serial 
Novel by W. Clark RussELL,Author 
of "The Wreck of the Grosvenor,'* 
began in " Belgravia " for July, and 
will be continued till January next. 
One Shilling, Monthly. Illustra ted. 

8ala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By George Augustus Sala. Post 
Sva, illustrated boards. 2s. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (i688 to 1847). Edited 
byHENR YSAN soN. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.38 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel 

Guy Waterman. I Lion In the Path. 

The T wo Dreame rs. 

One Against the World. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
' post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
The High Mills. 
Heart Sa lvage. I Sebas tian. 

Gideon's Rock. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. £. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy. Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or 
58. per year, post free. Vols. I . to 
XIV. may be had at 78. 6(L each ; and 
Vols. XV. to XXIII. (1887), at 58. each. 
Cases for 6ipding, Is. 6a. eapb. 



"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Cr. Svo, cl. ex., lUusts., 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re« 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "White 
Magic." ByW.H.CREMER. sooIUusts. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades By Frank Bsllew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bellew. Many Illusts. 

Magician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
mer. 200 Ill ustrations. 

Senior. — By Stream and Sea. 

By W.Senior. Post 8vo.cl.limp, 28.6d. 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis- 
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of " The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 68. 

Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William Shakespeare's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
according to the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaogard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623. — A Repro* 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process— ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small Svo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d. 

TheLansdowne Shakespeare. Beaa- 
tifuUv printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portrait. Post Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 68. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Bein^ an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffb. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 78. 

A study of Shakespeare. By ALaBS* 
NON Charles Swinburms. Crowa 
Svo, clotU extra, 6«. 
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8heltey.— The CompleteWorks 

In Versa and Prose of Percy Bysshe 
Shelley. Edited, Prefaced and Anoo- 
tated by Richard Hbrnb Shsphbkd. 
Five Vols., crown SvOi cloth boards, 
3i. 6d. each. 

Poetical Worke, in Three Vds. 

VoL I. Aa IntroducdoA by the Editor: The 
Posthumous Fr^ments of Margaret Nichol* 
son ; Shellev's Correspondence with Stock, 
dale ; The Wandering Jew (the only complete 
version); Queen Mab, with the Notes: 
Alastor, and other Poems; Rosalind and 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonals, Ac 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna (as orig^inally pub- 
lished, instead of the emasculated " Revolt 
of Islam") ; The Cenci ; lulian and Maddalo 
(from Shelley's manuscript); Swellfoot the 
Tsnrant (from the copy in the Dyce Library 
at South Kenfini^ton); The Witch of Atlas; 
Epipsychidion: Hellas. 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems, published by 
Mrs. SHELLBY in 1834 and 1839 ; The Masque 
of Anarchy (from Shelley's manuscript); and 
other Pieces not brought together in the ordi- 
nary editions. 

Prose Works, in Two Vols. 

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozri and 
St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pam- 
phlets ; A Refutation of Deism ; Letters to 
Lei«h Hunt, and some Minor Writings and 
Fragments. 

VoL II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad ; 
Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs. 
SHE1.LEY, and first published in 1840. with 
the addition of some Minor Pieces of great 
interest and rarity, including one recently 
tiiscovered by Professor DOWDEN. With a 
Bibliography of Shelley, and an exhaustive 
Index of the Prose Works. 

*»* Also a Largb-Papbr Edition, to 
be had in Sbts only, at 62l. 6d. for 
the Five Volumes. 

Sheridan : — 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 fulU 
page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of*^ Sheridan, by 
Brander Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page Illusts. 
Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12b. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, including all those in 
"Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Notes, Ac, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., 
crown 9vo, cloth boards, 188. 



Signboards : Their Histoiy. 

With Anecdotes of Famoos Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 

{AcoB Larwooo and Jobh Camdbn 
Iottbn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with loo Illustrations, 7i. 6d. 

Sims (George R.), Works by : 

How the Poor Live. Withtio Illusts. 
by Frb d. Barnard. Lar ge 4to, 1b. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Si. each; 

cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Rogues and Ve^abonds. 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Mar y Jane's Memoirs. 

Sister Dora : A Biography. By 

Maroaret Lomsdalb. Popular Edi- 
tion, Revised, with additional Chap- 
ter, a New Dedication and Preface, 
and Four Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, pic- 
tnre cover, id. ; cloth, 6d. 

Sketchley.~A Match in the 

Dark. By Arthur Skbtchlby. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal, 
Crown 8vo, c lo th extr a, gilt, 6b. 6 d. 

Smith (J. i^oyr), Works by : 

The Prince of Argolls : A Story of the 
Old Greek Painr Time. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, with 130 Illusts., Ss. Gd. 

Talee of Old Thule. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt, 6i. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch : 
A Northern Oddity. With nnmerons 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, cl. ex., 6g. 

Society in London. By A 

Foreign Resident. Crown 8vo, Is. ; 
cloth, 18. 6d. 

Society In Paris: The Upper 

Ten Thousand. By Count PaulVasili. 
Trans, by Raphael Ledos db Beau- 
fort. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. [Preparing. 

mmm ■ ^^^— ■ ii ^ ■ i ■ ^» 

Spalding.-Eiizabethan Demon- 

olo^ : An Essay in Illustration of the 
Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by Them. By T. 
A. Spalding, LL.B. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6 b. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

Mrs. S. G. C. Middlbmore, Author of 
" Round a Posada Fire." Crown 8vo, 

cloth ex tra, 6s. 

SpeightlT7W.), Novels b:^: 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8ve, illustrated bds., Si. 

A Barren Title. Cr. 8vo, iB. ; cl., iB.Sd. 

Wife or No WIfeP Cr. 8vo, picture 
cover, iB. ; cloth, 18. 6d. 

The Qolden Hoop. Demy 9vOi U. 
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Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 68. 

Starting In Life: Hints tor 
Parents on the Choice of a Profession 
for their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, 18. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chess; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo,cloth extra, 58. 

Stedman (E. C), Works by: 

VIctopian Poets. Thirteenth Edition, 
revised and enlarged. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 98. 

The Poets of AmeHca. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 98. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louls), Works by: 

Travels with a Donkey in the 
Cevennes. Sixth Ed. Frontispiece by 
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cU limp, 28. 6d. 

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28.^. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 
Second Edit. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 
cl. extra, 68. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

The Silverado Squatters. With 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Cheap Edition, post 8vo, picture 
cover. Is. ; cloth, 18. 6d. 

Prince Otto: A Romance. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Merry Men, and other Tales and 

Fables. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 
U nderwoods : Poems.Post8vo,cl.ex.68. 

Memories and Portraits. Fcap. 8vo, 
buckram extra, 6b. 

Virginlbus I'uerisque^ and other 
Papers. A New Edition, Revised. 
Fcap. 8vo, buckram extra, 68. 

St. John. — A Levantine Family. 

By Batlb St. John. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Sto(;ldard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South ^eas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust.by Wallis 
Mackat. Crown 8yo, q1. extra 88. 6d« 



Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alice Zim- 
MERN. Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. b4 s., 28. 

St. Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Ber« 
MARDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows,>&c., 
from the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited 
by Wm.Howb. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78.6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates,and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78.6d. 

Swift's Choice Worlds, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of "Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6 d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 
Selections front the Poetical Works 

of Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Atalanta In Catydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. . Cr. 8vo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 88. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,l8. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 108.6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,12s.6d. 
GeorgeChapman :AnEssay.Cr.8vo,78. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 128. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,68. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the IMuscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is. 
Note on Charlotte Bronte.Cr.8vo,6jS. 
A study of Shakespeare. Cr. Svo, 88. 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Studies In Song. Crown 8vo. 78. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, Ss. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo. 98. 
A Century of Roundels. Small 4to' Ss. 
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 78. 
Marino Faliero; ATragedy. Cr.8vo,68. 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo,te. 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s» 
Locrine : ATragedy. Crown Svo, 61. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



8ymond8.— Wine, Women, and 

Song: Mediaval Latin Students' 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addimgton 
Symowds. Small 8vo, parchment, 6l. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole erf Rowland- 
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTEN. Med. 8vo, cloth extra, iB. 6d . 

Taine's History of English 

LItepatupe. Translated by Hbnrt 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 30b. — Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown Bvo, cloth extra, IBs. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 

rayior (Dr. J. E^TF^SorWorits 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth ex., 7s. 6d. each. 

The Sai^aclty and Morality of 

Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 

Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 

ColouredFrontispiece and loo lUust. 

Oup Common British Fossils, and 

Where to Find Them : A Handbook 

for Stude nts. With 331 Illustrations. 

The Playtime Naturalist : A Book for 
•very Home. With about 300 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

[Preparing. 

Taylor's fTom) IHistorlcal 

Dramas: "Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare," " »Twixt Axe and Crown/' " The 
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife," 
"Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion.'' 
One Vol., cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
%* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at Is. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 

phical Sketch. Bv H. J. Jbnnings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Tliaclcerayana: Notes and Anec- 

dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepeace 
Thackeray, depicting Humorous 
Incidents in his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everyr-day reading'. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Tiiomas (Bertha), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 61. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Cresslda. | Proud Malsle. 

The Violin-Player. 

Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Life : 
A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2tf, 



Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Criticad Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine lUustra 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. 78. 6d. 

Thornbury (Walter), Worl<s by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed* 
WARD Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
il. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and lellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2b. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

The History of Clubs and Club Life 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coflfee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With many Illusts. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men of 

^Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illusts . 

Trollops (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, Sto. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

The La nd-Leaguers. 
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
JohnCaldigate. | American Senator 

Trollope(Frances E.),Novelsby 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Mabel's Progress. I Anne Furness. 

Trollops (T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adolphus Trollops. Post Bvo, 
illustrate d boards, 28. 

Trowbridge.— Farnell's Folly^: 

A Novel. By J. T. Trowbridge. Post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 

TurgenleflT. — Stories from 

Foreign Novelists. By Ivan Turgb- 
MiEFF, and others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 
38. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, £ 
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Tytlep (C. C. Fpaser-). — Mis- 

tpesa Judith: A Novel. Bt C. C. 
Fraser-Tytler. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 61. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. eachi 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Bea8t. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Lady Bell. 

i Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. Illustrated 

by A. B. Houghton. 
The Huguenot Family. With Illnsts. 
Burled D iamond s. 

Disappeared. With Six Illustrations 
by P. Mac NAB. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By H. Van Lau.i. Three 
Vols., d emy 8vo , c l. bds., 7 8. Sd. each. 

Villari. — A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, l8. 

Waiford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 
The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than 12000, dis- 
tin^uished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Piesumptive, the 
Offices they hold or bave held, their 
Town and Country A idresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-seventh Annual Edi- 
tion, for 1887, cloth gilt, 508. 

The Shilling Peerage (1887). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, l8. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1887). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. samo, 
cloth, l8. 

The Shilling Knightage (1887). Con- 
taining an Alphal etical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates of 
Creation, Addres5e8,&c. 32mo,cl.,l8. 

The Shilling House of Commons 

(1887). Containing a List of all the 
Members of Parliament, their Town 
and Country Addresses, &c. New 
Edition, embodying the results of 
the recent General Election. - 32mo, 
cloth. Is. Published annually. 



Walpord's (Edw.) Works, continued-^ 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet* 

age, Knightage, and House of 

Commons (1887). In One Volume, 

royal 32 mo, cloth extra, g ilt edges, 68. 

Haunted London. By Waltkr 
Thornbury. Edited by Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Conn plete 

Angler ; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish atnd Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charx.bs 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6z Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8 vo , cloth antiq ue, 78. 8d. 

Walt Whltman~Pbem8 by. 

Selected and edited, with an Intro- 
duction, b^ William M. Rossetti. A 
New Edition, with a Steel Plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, printed on hand- 
made paper and bound in buckram, 68. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 

Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By 
Julius Bebrbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boylb. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boylb. 

Merrie England in the Olden Time. 
By George Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of tiie Coi\|urere. By 
Thomas Frost. 

Tiie Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
Jambs Grbenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis: The Land and Ibe People. 
By the Chevalier de Hessb-Wab- 
tegg. With 22 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jaclc. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illasts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P, 
Kingston. With a FrontispieGet 
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Wanderer's Library, The, continutd-^ 

The Story of the London Parke 
By Jacob Larwood. With lUosU. 

London Charaotere. By Hbmry May- 
mew. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Executioners: 
Memoirs of tho Sanson Family (z688 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson. 

$unnmep Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. warren Stoddard. 
Dlustrated by Wallis Ma ckay. 

Warner.— A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 68. 



Warrants, ice. :— 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to m'<itate 
the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 28. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2b. 

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 3 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 68. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and C olours . PjipeSe^ 

Wayfarer, The : Journal of the 

Socle ty of Cyclists. Published at short 
intervals. The Numbers for October, 
z886, and for January, May, and Octo- 
BER, 1887, are now ready. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 

West ropp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain ; or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period.. 
By HoDDKR M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo. cloth limp, 48 . 6d. 

Whist. — How to Play Solo 

Whist: Its Method and Principles 
Explained, and its Practice Demon- 
strated. With Illustrative Specimen 
Hands, and a Revi&ed and Augmented 
Code of Laws. By Abraham S.Wilks 
and Charles F. Pardon. Crown 8vo, 
'oth extra, 3s. Bd. {Shortly. 



If 



Whl8tler's(Mr.) "Ten o'clock. 

Uniform with his « Whistler v. Ruskin : 
Art and Art Critics." Cr.8vo,lB. [ShorUy, 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), 

Works by: 
Science Notes. See the Gentleman's 

Magazine. l8. Monthly. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
A simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 

8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 28. 6d. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8 vo, cloth extra. 68. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 

Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of Darwinian and Allied 
Theories of Development. 3rd ed. 
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,with 259 Illusts., 78. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edit., with New Pre- 
face. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Illusts., 6s. 

studies in Life and Sense. With 
numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 

Common Accidents, and How to 
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wil- 
son and others. With numerous II- 
lu sts. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl. limp. Is. 6d. 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by : 

Post 8vo, illnst. bds., 28. each. 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 

Women of the Day ; A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
8vo , clo th extra,_6s. 

Wobd^Sablna": A Novel By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Wbbd (H. F.)— -The Passenger 

from Scotland Yard: A Detective 
Story. By H. F. Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Wdrds, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8yo,cl. ex. . 78. 6d. ; half-bound, 9b. 

Wright "(Tfibmas), Worlds by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

Caricature History of the Georges. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt,F.S.A. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
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NEW NOVELS. 



In Exchange fop a Soul. By Mary 
Lin SKILL, Author of "The Haven 
nnder the Hill," &c. 3 Vols., cr. 8vo. 

The Deemetep: A Romance of the Isle 
of Man, By Hall Caine, Author of 
" A Son of Hagar," &c. 3 vols., cr. 8vo. 

Radna; or, The Great Conspiracy oi 
i88z. Bv the Princess Oloa. Crown 
8vo, clotn extra, 68. 

Old Blazep'a Hero. By D. Christie 
Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 



The Help of LInne. By Robert 
Buchanan. Two Vols., crown 8vo. 

Pine and Palm. By Moncurb D. Con- 
way. 2 Vols., crown 8vo. 

Seth'e Bpothep'eWife. ByHAROLDpRED- 
ERIC. 2 Vols., cr. 8vo. 

Every Inch a Soldier. By M. J. 
CoLQUHouN. Three Vols., cr.Svo. 

One Traveller Returns. By D.Christie 
Murray and Henry Herman. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 68. . 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
By H. F. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8to, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 



BY GRANT ALLEN, 
Phlllstla. 
In all Shades. 

BY THE A JTHOR OF "JOHN 

HERRING.** 
Red Spider. 

BY W. BESANT 6- JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
HTwas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT, 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
Ail In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jack. 
Children of GIbeon. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 



The New Abelard. 
Foxglove Manor. 



Annan Water. 

Matt. 

The Master of the Mine. 

BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page.) Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 



MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blacksmith and Scholar 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheT wo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebei'sDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
" I Say No." 
Little Novels. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 
New Magdalen. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 

Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears. 
Circe's Lovers. 

BY M. BETHAM'BDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 

Prefaced ky Sir BARTLB FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 



BOOKS PVSLISHED BY 



FtcCADiLLv Novels, conliiiuid— 


PicciDiu-T Nqvils, fMfiimti— 


BY CHARLES CIBBOK. 


BY FLORENCE UARRYAT. 


Robin Oi»y. 


Open I Seaame 1 | Written In Flr«. 


Whet will the World SeyP 


BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 






Tft» Flowed of ttio Fopeet. 
A Heapt'a Ppoblem. 


Joaeph'a Coat. Val Stpanga. 
A Model Fatnep. 1 Heapte. 






TKo™na'hIptr'*' 


A "eit*^ HLma°n'H''atupa. 


gax™ 


FIret Pepson SlnBulap. 
Cyrlo Foptune. 


AXrt K^ot*"' 


BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 


ByrjJOW^SH^RDI-. 


Whiteladlea. 






BV 3UUAN HA WTHORNB. 


Oentia and Simple. 


Emee auentln. 


BY JAMES PAYN. 




Loat SIp Maulne- 




Ppinu &uvnl'* WIfk 




A Grape fpom a 




Beet of Hue band! 




Foptuns'i Fool. 




For Caeh Only. 




Leu BlacK than 


Some Private 


Mlea Culogna. 








By Proxy. 


The Canon'e 


BY SIR A. HELPS. 


Er,«»«. 


Talk of'the Town. 


Inui da eipon. 






BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 


Atent. 




Thopnlcpoft'i Model. 


BY E. C. PRICE. 


Th* Leaden Caekat. 






Mpe. Lancaatep'e Rival. 






BY JEAN INGELOW. 


It la Nevep Too Lata to Mend. 


FKtwJ to be Free. 


Hapd Caeh. 


By R. ASHE KING. 


Pag Wofflnaton. 




Griffith Gaunt. 1 Foul Play. 


BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 


The Double Marpla«e. 

Love Me Little, Lo^ Me Long. 


Numbep Seventeen. 


The Clolrtar and the HaiShT 


BY E. LYNN LINTON. 


The Coupae of Tpue Leva. 












A Tarrlbla TempUtlon. 






With a Silken Thread. 




Th« Rebel of the Family 
"My Lovel" 1 lone. 
Pa*ton Capew. 


Slngleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stoplee of Men and other 
Animal a. 


BY HENRY W. LUCY. 




BY MRS. J. H. RIDDSLL. 


BY JUSTIN McCarthy. 


Hep Molhep'a Dapllng. 

Pplnwi of VValea'e Oapden-Party. 


A FbIp Saxon. 




De«p Lady DIadaln. 


BY F. W. ROBINSOH. 


Mlaa Mlsanthpopa. 


Women are Stpange. 


Donna duliote. 


The Hand* of Juatlce. 


Tha Conut of a SMMrL 
Maid of Athana. 


BY JOHN SAUSDSSS. 


CamloliL 




ar MRS. UACDOKBLL 




«aAap Ooualna. 


■nm Lhm In th« Pstiii 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued— 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 

Joan Merryweathep. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rook. | Heart Salvaga. 
The High Mills. | Sebastian. 

BY T. W, SPEIGHT, 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A, STERN DALE, 

The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 

Proud Malsle. | Cresslda. 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way we Live Now. 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 



Piccadilly Novels, continued—' 

BY FRANCES E, TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEPP, d»c. 
Stories from Foreign Novel istst 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Citoyenn'e Jacqueline. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Lady Bell. 
Burled Diamonds. 

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 



Post 8vo, illustrated 
BY BDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER, 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
Valerie's Fate. 

BY GRANT ALLEN. 

Strange Stories. 

Philistla. 

Babylon. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grant ley Grange. 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Lueraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Cella's Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

By WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Unoie Jaak. 



boards, 28. each. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

BY BRET HARTE, 

An Heiress ef Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Californlan Stories. 
Gabriel C^oroy. | Flip. 
Maruja. { A Phyllis of the Sierras* 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



The Martyrdom 

of Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 



The Shadow of 

the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 

BY MRS. BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 

BY HALL CAINS. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

Tli« Dsad S«orat 



Queen of Hearts. 
My Misoellaniea. 
Woman In Whitt. 
Th« MooiMtoiMi 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED B? 



Crsap Popular Novels, continued^ 
WiLKiB CoLLiMSf Continued, 



Man and Wife. 
Pool* Miss Finch. 
MiM Of* Mr8.P 
Naw Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Lfiw and the Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 



Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
" i Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. I From Midnight to 
Transmigration. | Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
I Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY yAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papera | Nicholas Nickleby 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 1 Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgottenr 
The Second Mrs. Tiliotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E, FRANCILLON, 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. | A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY MAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Qiria 



Cbxap Popular Novels, conHnued^^ 
BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



The Flower of the 

Forest. 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Delight. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In PasturesG reen 
Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 
A Heart's Problem 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY JOHN HABBERTON. 
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck. 
BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every-Day Papers. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY, 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY 2: BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. Sebastian Stroma 

El I ice Quentln. Dust. 
Prince Saronl's W fe. 
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 
BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 
Ivan de Biron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY, 
The Lover's Creed. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER, 
The House of Raby. 

BY TIG HE HOPKINS. 
*Twlxt Love and Duty. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY MARK KERSHAW, 
Colonial Facts and Fictions 

BY R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green." 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kemball.. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundag« 
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Chbap Popular Novels, continued-^ 

E. Lynn Linton, continued-^ 

The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Slll<en Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love." | lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy. 



MIssMleanthrope 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a 

Season. 
IMaid of Athena. 
Camlola. 



Dear Lady Disdain 
The Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Lin ley Rochford. i 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Qualcer Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



Open! Sesame 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY J. MASTERMAN, 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY BRANDER MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. I Mr. Dorillion. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement 1 Hearts. 
A Model Father. 1 Way of the World. 
Joseph's Coat. I A Bit of Human 
Coals of Fire. 1 Nature. 

By the Gate of the First Person Sin- 
Sea, gular. 
Val Strange. I Cynic Fortune. 
BY ALICE 0*HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
Phcebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Castle- 

malne'sGage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puci<. 

Folle Farlne. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarei. 
Signa. [ine. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIpistrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

BImbl. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In Maremma. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bent I nek's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

CiyfTards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

H u morous Stories 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 



Lli<e Father, Llice 

Son. 
Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but 

Won. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year 
A Confidential 

Agent. 
Some Private 

Views. 
From Exile. 
A Grape from a 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit : A Memory. 
The Canon's Ward 
Talk of the Town. 



Princess Naprax- Othmar. 



£200 Reward. 

BY C. L. PIRKIS. 
Lady Lovelace. 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
Gerald. 

BY CHARLES READE. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. ! Peg Wofnngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Simpleton. I A Woman-Hatcf . 
Readlana. | The Jilt. 

SIngleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
l>rince of Wales's Garden Party 

^^"•*?.®.**l^'®«- I P*iryWatoft 
The Uninhabited House. 

The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 



